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Mad about the girl . . . 

Chris sat watching them. She was annoyed and, 
on two glasses of wine, already a little tipsy— an- 
noyed with Johnnie for dancing with the girl, 
holding her too close and pressing his lips to the 
top of her head. Annoyed with Carol for enjoying 
it. And annoyed with herself for not doing some- 
thing about it. 

She could not bear the way Carol relaxed 
against Johnnie, the way she was dancing with 
her eyes closed and smiling. They looked good 
together and it irritated her. 

Chris got up and went unsteadily to cut in. She 
put a hand heavily on Johnnie's shoulder. "Shove 
off, mate," she said. "I'm not dead yet." 

Johnnie released the girl. "Sorry, skipper," he 
said. 

Chris took Carol in her arms and stood holding 
the girl tight against her. They swayed to the 
rhythm. 

"You don't have to be so nasty," Carol said. 
"Look," Chris said angrily, "you're my girl." 
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CHRIS took the girl's wrist in her hand and gently 
moved the arm that had been flung across her chest 
She sat up then, careful not to wake the girl, and slid 
to the edge of the bed. With her toes she groped for 
the sandals, found one and wiggled a foot into it. Then 
the other. She braced her feet against the floor. 

Now, she knew, she would have to open her eyes. 

It wasn't easy, that bit. The lids came up slowly, 
painfully, grating inside her skull like two rusty, pon- 
derous dungeon gates. The eyes came slowly down 
from somewhere at the back of her head. 

"Focus, damn you." 

The eyes swam for a moment, then settled. They 
stared blindly away from the bed, across the room, 
through a door. There they found an object, caught 
and held it, and sent back a message. 

Chris got it. And moved. She was across the room, 
through the door and hanging breathless over the John 
before she had time to realize she couldn't make it 

Then the ugly business of sobering up and getting 
the hell out of there. Water on the face. Half a dozen 
aspirin from the medicine cabinet. Into the shower to 
stand under the freezing needle spray. A brisk rub with 
a rough towel. 

Chris ran through her routine in ten minutes flat 
She had it down to a science by now. Every Saturday 
night for four years, while Dizz went home to be com- 
pany to her folks, Chris had gone out to a Village bar, 
gotten stoned and picked up the first girl who came 
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along. When you look like Chris, it's not hard. And 
every Sunday morning she came to in the dame's apart- 
ment, made a bolt for the John, and stepped into the 
shower. Once there'd been a blonde with a bathtub. 
Chris had been hung over for three days. 

She picked up a comb from the back of the hopper 
and turned to the mirror. It had seen better days. But 
then, so had Chris. The business of looking in the mirror 
was the worst part. Not just the searching for tell-tale 
signs, the bruises and hickeys of drunken passion, but 
having to look herself square in the eye and admit: 
"You damned jerk. You've done it again." 

She looked now, at the too good-looking face, the 
perfect head with its perfectly waved black hair, the 
long neck. There was an ugly reddish bruise just under 
the left ear. Dizz would see it. She wouldn't say any- 
thing—she never did. But she would see it and she 
would suffer. 

And the eyes. A dark green. Deep, deep eyes that 
looked down into the soul of the woman. But such 
was the nature of the beast that even the soul appeared 
beautiful. No one but Chris had ever known the de- 
pravity of the mind and soul behind those eyes. And 
Chris found it to her advantage not to tell. 

She ran the comb quickly through her hair, took a 
long drink of water, and walked back to the other 
room. She did not glance at the bed. Her slacks, shirt 
and jacket were hung on the back of a chair, neatly, 
and her underwear on the end of the bed. She hadn't 
been that careful, she knew. But she appreciated the 
creases in her slacks. 

She stood dressed in front of a full-length, mirror and 
liked what she saw. Lean and firm, built like a young 
boy, she did not look like a thirty-year-old woman. 
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She was all things beautiful, graceful and desirable. A 
pet to be doted upon and spoiled. The thought amused 
her and she smiled. 

"Chris?" 
' She turned toward the bed and realized that the girl 
had been watching her. She had forgotten the girl al- 
ready, as she forgot them all. She had never known 
her name. That helped. 

"Yes?" 

Chris walked over to the bed and stood beside it, 
looking down at the girl. She saw that the girl was 
extremely attractive, a dark brunette with a pert nose 
and sleepy eyes. Last night she had had two heads 
and not much of a face. 

"Chris, may I see you again?" The voice was soft, 
wispy. It could make a person feel loved, that voice. 
So could the hands. One of them reached out to Chris 
and she took it and pressed her lips to the palm. 

"No," Chris said. "I'm afraid that's not possible. I've 
got a girl. I live with her." 

"I know. Or at least I guessed. You kept calling me 
Dizz last night." The girl smiled at Chris, her eyes 
tender. "Did you two have a fight or how come she let 
you out of her sight?" 

Chris hesitated. The truth was nobody's business. 
"No. No fight." She did not know how to explain with- 
out telling her everything. 

"Look; Chris," the girl said. "I don't mean to be 
nosey. But I like you enough to care." She withdrew 
her hand from Chris' fingers, pulled herself up in the 
bed and leaned back against the pillows. "I would like 
to see you again. I know you're in love with somebody. 
But I thought maybe, since you were out last night, 
you could get out again." She grinned at her own 
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thoughts. "And as far as having a girl is concerned, we 
could just be pals, if you'd like." 

Chris wrinkled her nose, then laughed quietly. "Honey, 
I might just do that. As a matter of fact, I'm free every 
Saturday night." 

"Good," the girl said. "Now do me a favor. There's 
paper and a pencil on the desk. Copy down my phone 
number." She pointed to the desk. 

Chris walked to the desk, picked up a pencil and 
tore a sheet from a small dime store pad. She glanced 
for a second at the telephone, then scribbled down a 
Yukon number. She turned and looked at the girl. 

"Honey," Chris said. "Just one more thing." 

"Yes, what is it?" 

"Honey, I'm embarrassed." She wasn't. She never -was. 
But the girl saw embarrassment on her face. "But tell 
me, what's your name?" 

The girl tossed her hair back from her shoulders and 
a laugh sounded deep in her throat. "Carol," she said. 
"Carol Martin." 

Chris came to the bed, leaned one knee on it and 
cupped Carol's chin in her hands. "Pleased to meet you, 
darling." She smiled and bent her head to meet the 
girl's lips. It was a long kiss, full of the promise of 
many to come. "I'm Chris Hamilton. Christopher, that 
is. 

"Yes, I know," Carol said. "Prophetic, wasn't it?" 

Chris liked this girl. Somehow, she knew, they spoke 
the same language. A civilized patter just padded enough 
to hide the rusty razor underneath. They would both 
wield that razor to cut the legs off anybody in reach. 
But not each other. They wouldn't hurt each other. 
They might very well destroy each other completely, 
but it wouldn't hurt. 
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Carol continued. "I also know you're a writer. Ar- 
ticles. And that you're a top conchologist, an amateur 
marine biologist and an expert swimmer. I know when 
and where you were bom and where you went to 
school. And, as of last night, I even know you have a 
large mole on your rear end." 

Chris felt vaguely uncomfortable. She preferred to 
be one up on the world. She did not behave well when 
backed into a corner. Sometimes she kicked. More often 
she simply slithered away. 

"I also have a diamond-shaped birthmark on the back 
of my right hand and a cavity in a back molar," Chris 
said. She paused to take a pack of cigarettes from her 
jacket pocket. "Or did you notice?" 

She shook the pack and flipped up a cigarette. "Want 
one?" she asked, extending it toward Carol. 

"No thanks," Carol said. "Not before breakfast." 

Chris picked the cigarette from the pack with her 
lips and brought the small gold lighter from her pocket. 
She inhaled deeply and blew a puff of smoke toward 
the ceiling. 

"I always have aspirin for breakfast," Chris said. "But 
please explain yourself. How come you know these little 
tidbits about me? I think I was much too high to tell 
you myself." She never told the facts anyhow, drunk 
or not. But it sounded better this way. 

She knew Carol was aware of her discomfort. And 
obviously she enjoyed it. There was something infinitely 
satisfying about this game. The business of watching 
Chris squirm, her whole being searching into corners 
for a way out while that beautiful face remained a 
mask, the placid surface of a silent pool. 

"Simple," Carol said, splaying her fingers on the sheet. 
"I'm Dr. Brandt's new assistant I saw you down at 



10 CHRIS 

the museum one day and he told me who you were. 
So I looked up the file they've got on you. It didn't 
mention the mole. That I saw for myself." She winked 
at Chris. "Like I said, simple." 

Chris took time to breath. "Okay, 111 buy that" She 
took a deep drag on the cigarette. "How come Brandt's 
got a woman assistant, though? I thought he specialized 
in precious young men." 

"So I've heard," Carol said. "I just happened to be 
on the loose when this job opened up. I know my busi- 
ness. He hired me." She yawned and slid down further 
beneath the blankets. "My first assignment is to sort 
out and classify that batch of stuff you brought back 
from Key West" She grinned impishly. "And frankly, 
if I hadn't found you in the bar last night, I had planned 
to use that as an in." 

Chris meticulously snubbed out the cigarette in a 
tiny copper tray. She took two steps and slowly set 
the tray on the bookcase beside the bed. She took two 
steps back to face the girl. Then she said, with studied 
nonchalance, "Oh?" 

Carol pushed back the covers, sat up and swung her 
legs over the edge of the bed. "Chris," she said in that 
I-can-make-you-happy voice, "I don't know how to be 
coy. I quit trying when I was twelve and broke a httle 
boy's nose because he tried to kiss me. When I want 
something, I make no bones. And I want you." 

"You like the mole." 

"Hmm. Partially that," Carol said. "And partially be- 
cause I like your work. I've been reading your stuff 
for years, you know. At first because it was my field. 
Then just because it appealed to me." She was warm- 
ing to her topic, speaking earnestly. "You write about 
the sea like others write about a first love, with the 
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same tenderness and doting devotion. What anybody 
else would make a dull, dry treatise, you render into 
an elegy." She paused for just a second. "Not that I 
don't know better than to judge you by what you 
write." 

"I hope so," Chris said. "I'm a disagreeable bitch. 
I'm snide and sarcastic and sometimes crueL A lecher 
and a drunkard to boot." 

Chris knew these things were true. But before Dizz 
happened, they hadn't been like that. She used to pet 
dogs and help old ladies across the street. But that 
was four years ago. And in those four years, every 
Hecent instinct she'd ever had had been strangled in 
the unrelenting grip of frustration and self-pity. 

"Chris," a tiny voice cut into her reverie. "Chris, 
listen to me and stop looking at shadows. I know what 
you think of yourself and I imagine there are probably 
good reasons for it. Most of the time I might even 
agree, since you work so hard at creating that impres- 
sion." 

Chris fumbled for another cigarette. She could not 
look into the affectionately accusing eyes. She fished 
one out of the pack and lit it. 

"But, darling," Carol continued, her voice low. "I 
know a couple of things you don't. I know that you 
write like an angel. And I know you can be a tender 
lover even when you're drunk." She laughed with de- 
light. "And that at the moment you've got shiny pink 
earlobes." 

Chris abruptly turned her back and walked to the 
window. She hadn't realized where she was but she 
looked down now to the street and recognized First 
Avenue. Probably the Seventies. Dirty, ugly neighbor- 
hood. Across the street a box of twenty-five cent books 
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sat in front of an antique shop. A mongrel with yellow 
splotches stopped to sniff and lift a leg. A fat guy in 
an undershirt came out of the shop and yelled. The 
dog raised his head and then, with infinite boredom, 
he turned away to finish his business in peace. The 
fat guy just stood there, his hands on his hips, too 
exasperated to find the words. 

Dizz would have laughed. She would have laughed 
harder if he'd turned around and aimed at the guy. 

Chris flipped the cigarette into the street. 

She heard Carol patter barefoot across- the room 
behind her. She turned and looked down at the girl. 
She was naked and she was tiny and she looked soft 
and like it would feel good to hold her. 

"Chris," she said, "don't be angry. Please." She 
pouted, but playfully. She reached up and touched the 
bruise and let her fingers trail lightly down Chris's 
neck and under the collar. "Darling, kiss me." 

Chris put her arms around the girl and let her hands 
trace the curve of her back. She put one hand on Carol's 
back and -pulled her tight. Her lips sought Carol's ear 
and she nipped at the lobe. Her tongue probed into 
the ear, touched lightly the downy hairs on the neck. 

"Darling," Carol breathed. "Oh please, darling." 

Chris carried the girl to the bed and put her down 
gendy on the sheet. She bent across her and met the 
girl's hungry lips with her own. "Baby, I can't," she 
whispered. "I've got to leave. Now." 

Dizz will be waiting. Dizz will be waiting. 

But Chris felt the flame of desire quiver up her 
spine. Her hand moved over the girl's flesh and she 
heard the moan of mounting ecstasy. Her ears were 
pounding and her heart. Her mouth closed on Carol's 
and her tongue dug deep. 
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Dizz is waiting. Dizz is waiting. 

"I love you. I love you," Carol crooned. "Darling, 
take me. Please take me." 

All sense of time and of guilt faded before that plea. 
Chris could not stop now. She was caught in the web 
of her passion and she took the girl eagerly. She wanted 
her, wanted her as she had never wanted anything. 

Carol sighed and leaned back against the pillows. 
Her eyes were soft with fulfillment. "Ill take that cig- 
arette now," she said. 

Chris lit one and handed it to her. "I've got to go, 
honey. But I'll be back. We've got a lot of things to 
talk about." 

She left then. Quickly. It was late. Dizz would be 
waiting. Time enough later to think about Carol. 

And Chris knew Carol would take thinking about 



CHRIS paid the cabbie at the comer of Second Avenue 
and Fiftieth and turned east toward Beekman Place. 
She needed the block and a half walk to calm down, 
to get her head in order before she faced Dizz. For 
a reason she didn't dare comprehend, she had the shakes. 

She dug out the cigarettes and pulled one from the 
pack. Her hands were trembling. She'd lit cigarettes 
by now everywhere but underwater, but this one took 
three tries. When it was lit she didn't want it and 
threw ,it into the gutter. 

She pressed the buzzer for 1R, waited a long minute 
and got no answer. Her watch showed three-fifteen. 
Dizz came through that door every Sunday at two, give 
or take a couple of minutes. 

Maybe she's in the John taking a shower or some- 
thing. Or something. She could be polluted and out 
cold. No novelty that. 

She pulled the keys from the pocket of her slacks 
and aimed one in the direction of the lock. It con- 
nected and turned. She made the hall in three strides 
and on the fourth got the door of the apartment open 
and was inside. * 

The curtains were drawn. It was dark. It was cold 
and unfriendly. 

"Dizz?" The word croaked out and fell flat. She knew 
Dizz would not answer. Dizz was not there. 

She reached a hand over her shoulder and flicked 
on the kitchen light. She walked into the living room, 
through to the bedrooms and to the bath beyond, out 
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onto the terrace. She turned on every light in the house. 
Then she lit a cigarette. 

Frightened now, she crept into the living room and 
sank ponderously down on the. couch. She felt herself 
turning pea green and the alcohol and the girl and 
the fear choked and burned in her throat. She wanted 
to throw up but she could not move. 

"She left me," she said to herself. "Just like that. Not 
a word. She left me, just like that. She left me." Round 
and round, without sense or me anin g round and round. 
Chris did not move or breathe until the cigarette had 
burned down to her fingers. She. moved then, and 
breathed. She got up and walked to the kitchen and 
turned, on the spigot and doused the cigarette. She let 
the cold water run on the bum and slapped some of 
it on her face. She turned off the water and walked 
back to the couch. Then she began to think. 

By some devious means, Chris arrived at the inev- 
itable conclusion— the only love of her life, the only 
good and perfect thing she had ever known had run 
out on her. She'd picked up and left her, without a 
word, without waiting for an explanation. 

No good bitch. No good goddamn slut. No good- 
Chris realized that she was crying. Sniveling. Her 
nose, her eyes, her mouth, all of her was crying. And 
the awareness of this final indignity did not stop the 
flow. She let loose with all the misery in her and some 
that she didn't know she had. 

The buzzer rang. She heard it, she imagined it. She 
dreamed it. 

Suddenly there was Dizz. Her perfume, her golden 
hair, her ice blue eyes, her pussy cat smile. Dizz who 
had left her. And she was laughing and talking. Some- 
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thing about her brother, Roger, and a train. Something 
about a party. Something about— 

"Chris, what's the matter with you? Darling, are you 
drunk? Why didn't you answer the door? Come meet 
George. He and Roger went to school together. He 
drove me home. Have you been crying? Here, blow 
your nose." She stopped long enough to open her bag 
and take out a handkerchief, She handed it to Chris, 
frowning on her the while with stern disapproval. 

Chris looked helplessly into the icy eyes, then turned 
her head away and blew furiously. She looked back. 
Dizz was studying her disgustedly, as though she were 
a cockroach in somebody else's apartment. 

Chris sighed and relaxed against the cushion. How 
could she tell Dizz? How could she tell her she loved 
her? That she cried because she loved her? You just 
didn't tell Dizz things like that. 

The deep, beautiful beautiful voice went on as though 
it had never stopped. "Darling, for heaven's sake, pull 
yourself together. We've got company." 

Of this fact Chris had already become aware. Her 
eyes had traced a slow straight line from the polished 
tip of a shoe up to the thin dark face of a handsome 
young man. The eyes were laughing at her. They meant 
to be friendly. 

Chris did not like this young man. She had never met 
one she did like, in fact. She sometimes dreamed of 
finding a cure for them, like for polio. But most es- 
pecially she did not like this one. She knew instinc- 
tively that a mother would simper and pat her hair 
and consider him an ideal catch for a daughter. His 
nails were clean and his clothes were tailored to fit 
He would have money and a car. 

She looked from the young man back to Dizz. With 
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discomfort so terrible that she could grab it in her 
hands, Chris watched her beloved turn to the young 
man, smile and reach up to smoothe back her hair. 

"Darling," Dizz breathed, "this is George Randolph." 
She said it like he was one of the Elgin marbles. She 
said it like there'd never been anybody around before 
he happened. 

Then she turned to Chris. "Christopher Hamilton,'' 
she said crisply. 

Dizz was at her best like this. The nerve center of 
a social situation, enthralling the mob. And in essence 
apologizing for the existence of Chris, her idiot child. 

Chris did what was expected of her. She rose point- 
edly to the peak of her five-ten* and extended her hand. 

George took it and shook vigorously, the way Chris 
hated. 

"This is a real pleasure," he said. He beamed at her 
like he almost meant it. 

"I'm glad to know you," Chris answered. She wasn't, 
but obviously Dizz wanted her to be. 

"George is a lawyer," Dizz said. "A highly success- 
ful one, I hear." 

George remained modestly silent 

Chris just remained silent. 

"Would you like a drink, George?" Dizz asked. "Or 
maybe some coffee?" 

"I can't, Sheila," he said. "Much as I'd like to. I 
promised Mother I'd take her out to dinner tonight" 
He adjusted his tie. "I try to see her at least once a 
week," he grinned. "I'm the baby, you know, and she 
misses me." 

"I'm sorry you have to go," Chris said, relieved and 
all of a sudden amiable. "I hope we'll be seeing you 
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again." Some day she'd have her tongue cut out for 
lies like that. 

"Oh, yes. You will," he replied. "I promise to make 
a nuisance of myself. Sheila's a delight and from what 
she's told me of you, I expect 111 find you the same." 

Chris stole a quick look at Dizz. Dizz was paying 
her no heed at all. She was absorbed in enchanting 
this creature. 

Together they walked with George to the door. To- 
gether they said their goodbyes. 

Dizz closed the door and turned on her. 

"Would you mind, darling, explaining the little per- 
formance you put on for us?" Her voice was cold, her 
eyes bright with contempt. 

Chris sighed and walked back to the living room. 
She stood looking through the French doors to the ter- 
race. The late afternoon sun threw long shadows across 
the bricks. It was getting chilly with the oncoming of 
evening. She remembered that September was already 
half over. She should be getting out in the garden and 
bedding it down for the winter. 

"Chris, don't stand there like a fool. I asked you a 
question." 

"I heard you," Chris said. She walked across to the 
French doors and pulled them closed. She tugged the 
cord on the drapes, then reached down to unfasten 
one where it had caught against a stool. 

"Well?" Dizz was becoming overtly impatient. In a 
minute she would be angry. Then she would take a 
drink. 

Chris moved to a leather sling and sat into it. She 
took out a cigarette and sat turning it end over end 
in her fingers. She did not look at Dizz. 

"Will he?" she said. 
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"Will he what?" Dizz answered. 

"Make a nuisance of himself?" 

"Chris," Dizz began, "I want you to understand 
something. I like George. I like him very much. And 
if he wants to see me, I'm going to see him." She crossed 
to the chair and stood glaring down at Chris. "You know 
how bored I am here. You're always busy writing or 
something. We hardly ever go out. I need somebody 
who's fun for a change." 

"Dizz," Chris said, "you know you're free to do as 
you please. You told me that four years ago." 

"Then what's the matter with you?" 

"I just like to know where I stand. I don't feel that 
George is vital to my happiness. But I occasionally 
suffer the delusion that you are." She still did not look 
at Dizz. 

"Darling, you're jealous," Dizz announced. She said 
it with delight, as though it offered a moment's diver- 
sion. 

"I haven't decided about that yet," Chris said. "Right 
now I'm simply annoyed." 

"Silly darling," Dizz laughed. She bent down before 
Chris and laid her cheek against the girl's knee. "My 
silly darling." 

Chris did not move to lay a hand on the preferred 
head. She took out the lighter and lit the cigarette. 

Dizz sat back on the rug and hugged her knees 
close to her breasts. Chris looked at her and wanted 
to cry. She always wanted to cry when she looked at 
Dizz. Dizz with her angel's face arid the delicious 
mouth that curved up at the comers in a perpetual 
smile. Dizz whose eyes promised everything. Dizz who 
did not know the meaning of love. 

"Honey," Dizz said coyly, "you know I'm yours. I'm 
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not going to fall for George. I just want to have a 
little fun." She put her hands behind her on the carpet 
and leaned back. "Besides, he knows all about us. I 
told him." 

"And what, precisely," Chris asked, "is there to 
know?" 

"Darling, don't be vulgar. I told him that we've been 
living together and that we love each other. He under- 
stands. He's been around." 

"He understands? He understands what?" Chris 
asked. 

"That I'm not available." 

"He's a whole man, complete with the usual equip- 
ment?" 

"Of course." 

"Then he doesn't understand," Chris said. "There's 
never been a man who didn't believe he could take a 
girl away from another woman. Why should he be' 
different?" 

Dizz picked herself up from the floor and started 
toward the kitchen. She turned at the door and faced 
Chris. "You give me a pain sometimes. Just because all 
you think about is sex doesn't make it universal." She 
went on into the kitchen. "Dinner will be ready in an 
hour." 

Chris knew she had been dismissed. She stubbed out 
her cigarette in the ashtray beside her and pulled herself 
out of the chair. She crossed to the bedroom on the left 
and went in. She shut the door quietly, then flopped 
down on the bed. 

With her hands folded behind her head and her legs 
stretched up the wall, Chris found a crack in the plaster 
and focused her attention on it She wanted to take an 
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ax and hack away at it, beat at it. She wanted to hurt and 
destroy. 

If that bastard lays a hand on Dizz — 

She thought back to the night she had met Sheila 
Elizabeth Dizendorf. It was at a party especially ar- 
ranged for the purpose by mutual friends. Somebody had 
decided that it was only right that these two most beauti- 
ful of God's creatures should meet. And mate. She had 
stood for fifteen minutes just looking at the girl, mem- 
orizing the lines. Dizz was the most everything woman 
she had ever seen. She still was. And Chris had been 
making a careful survey of the field for fifteen years. 

It was not a question of falling in love. Chris had been 
in love with Dizz all her life. Dizz was, in one gorgeous 
package, all her dreams and aspirations. Dizz was it. 

Chris never recovered from that initial shock. She 
knew only one thing: that she wanted this woman to be 
hers. She would love her and cherish her and slave for 
her. 

"I'm' going up to Nova Scotia for a month," Chris had 
said. "They're after the Oak Island treasure again and I'm 
out to do an article about it." 

"Oh yes. That's the one where there's supposed to be 
a couple of million pounds under water, isn't it?" 

"Right. I want to see for myself. Would you like to 
come along?" 

"Yes, Chris. I would love to," Dizz had smiled. Chris 
had called her Dizz from the start. She'd thought it was 
cute at the time. Now it just sounded ironic. 

So they went to Nova Scotia. Chris remembered with 
a poignant ache their first night together. She had gone 
to Dizz with the simplicity of an adolescent in love, 
wanting only to make her woman happy, not knowing 
that from her happiness could come misery and p ain , She 
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felt again the dizzy sweetness of the moment, the 
mounting desire and the headlong fury with which she 
sped to her doom. 

And Dizz. The way she had lain unfulfilled in her arms, 
moaning a little in her anguish. Then turning away from 
her to stare blankly at the wall. 

Chris recalled vividly her own horror, her feeling of 
impotence and shame. She had lain there trembling in 
the dark, very alone. She had failed as a lover, she had 
failed Dizz. 

It wasn't till a month later that she found out she'd 
had lots of company at failing Dizz. After a half dozen 
abortive attempts she had wept and confessed her shame. 

"Don't be foolish, Chris. You're better than anyone I've 
ever had," she'd said. "I just can't, darling. I never could." 

Looking at it objectively, Chris knew she'd been a fool 
not to walk out then. But it was already too late. You 
couldn't call Dizz a habit. She was more like an addiction. 

And when they'd gotten back to New York, Dizz had 
found them this gorgeous apartment. They'd settled into 
a pattern of something called living. Dizz, the beautiful 
wife, the perfect cook; the eternally bored dilettante, the 
artist, the music lover, the sculptor. Bored, bored, bored. 
And Chris. Solid, steady, plodding Chris. Hard-working 
and diligent, keeping her darling in cash enough to feed 
her whims. 

But Chris had never been able to look at Dizz without 
little prickles of heat chasing up her spine. She could 
clench her fists and jam them in her pockets. But that 
didn't kill the tingling in her fingers, the yearning to 
reach out and grab Dizz and pull her close. Nothing 
could ease the pain of it. 

It had been Dizz's idea that she go out that first 
Saturday night. She'd been blunt enough, Chris re- 
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membered. "Chris, if you want it — " Not that Dizz 
didn't care. She did. Oh, not about the sex part. Just 
that Chris was so vulgar about it. She got drunk first 

And that's how it had been for them. Dizz did have 
her sentimental moments. She would creep into bed 
with Chris on Christmas Eve, sometimes even on a birth- 
day. She would tease her with kisses. She would let 
Chris make love to her. But it never changed. The 
moment of greatest joy invariably became one of utter 
defeat. 

Chris smiled wryly to herself. With all its frustrations, 
its denial, she knew she would not have missed a second 
of her years with Dizz. She was obsessed and she knew 
it. But she loved Dizz with all her being. She would 
always love her, even if George came back— even if Dizz 
left her. 

There was a light rap at the door. It opened and Dizz 
stood there glowing. She had changed into a crisp blue 
dress that caught her essence and elaborated on it. She 
looked all soft and warm and ready to be loved. It was 
a long minute before Chris had the strength to sit up and 
get off the bed. 

"Darling," Chris whispered. "You . . . you . . ." There 
were no words for what she was feeling. It stuck in her 
throat. It blinded her. 

"Chris," the low voice vibrated. "I'm sorry I got upset 
about George. You know I didn't mean it." She moved 
very close to Chris, so close their thighs were touching 
and their breasts. "Darling, you do forgive me?" 

Chris would have forgiven her a knife in the ribs. "Of 
course I do." She stood still, afraid to breathe, afraid Dizz 
would move suddenly and leave her alone. 

"Darling," Dizz said, oh so tenderly. "Kiss me, darling." 

I'm going mad, Chris thought Stark, raving mad. 
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Chris put her arms around- Dizz and gently held her 
tight. She kissed her and Dizz returned the kiss. They 
stayed close for a long time. 

"Dinner's getting cold," Dizz murmured in her ear. 

"Hmm. I guess it is," Chris murmured back. She could 
not let go of Dizz. She felt she might faint. 

Dizz took her hand and led her out to the kitchen. 
Chris did not protest. She could put up with George, 
with anything— just so long as once in a while Dizz would 
look at her like that and touch her. 

Nor did she question when Dizz got in bed beside her 
that night and snuggled close. They had spent a quiet 
evening of being pleased with each other. Too happy to 
think, Chris had let herself be mesmerized by the near- 
ness, the very existence of Dizz. 

She did not try to make love to Dizz. Being beside her 
in the dark, holding her close, pressing her lips to the 
baby soft hair was a more exquisite joy. 

It was just before she fell asleep that Chris realized 
what was wrong. That it was only when she had found 
something new to interest her that Dizz knew content. 
And that the interest must be indeed profound to have 
produced an evening like this one. 

Chris knew a moment of fear. She shivered in the 
suddenly cold room and pressed herself tight against 
the girl. 



CHRIS finished her third cup of coffee and lit a cigarette. 
She had been sitting at the kitchen table for a half hour. 
She was fascinated. Dizz was cleaning out the oven, 
cleaning out drawers, cleaning out the sink. Dizz was 
cleaning and enjoying it. 

"Chris, come get that platter down for me, will you?" 
Dizz paused to smile at her, then dampened the sponge 
in her hand and went back to the stove. 

"Are we expecting company?" Chris said as she un- 
wound from the chair and stood up. She walked to 
the cupboard and stretched to reach the platter. She 
set it on the table and returned to the chair. 

"Not that I know of," Dizz answered. "I'm full of 
energy, that's all. You know I like to keep the house clean 
for you." 

Chris picked the cigarette up from the ashtray and 
took a long drag. "What's the platter for?" 

"Turkey. We haven't had it for ages. I thought you'd 
like it for a change." Dizz came over to the table and 
stood looking at her. She reached out a hand and ruffled 
the close-cropped hair on Chris' head. "Honey, in case 
it doesn't show, I like you sometimes." 

Chris did not answer. It was too good to last, she knew, 
but why not enjoy it while she could? 

The phone rang in the living room and Dizz moved 
to answer it. "Ill get it," she said. 

Chris sat quietly smoking, not listening to the con- 
versation. She knew without being told that the hiatus 
had ended. She wanted to drain it of every, precious 
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moment She could not think beyond the second, beyond 
the reality of caressing Dizz and, for that second, pos- 
sessing her. 

Dizz came back into the kitchen and sat down facing 
Chris. She seemed suddenly subdued, yet her eyes be- 
trayed an inner excitement. She folded her hands on the 
table. 

"Darling," Dizz said, "that was George. He's driving 
up to Connecticut to see a client. He asked me to ride 
along." 

"Axe you?" 

"Yes. Hell be here about noon." 

That does it, Chris thought. 

But she said nothing. She put out the cigarette. Then 
she picked up the platter, stepped to the cupboard and 
returned it to the top shelf. She went through the living 
room and out to the terrace. 

The garden, she thought. There's enough to be done 
to keep me busy all afternoon. Dig up those bulbs and 
get them inside. Should have some straw. Some fertilizer. 

She turned back to the house. Dizz was standing at 
the door watching her. 

"Chris, what's the matter?" Dizz said quietly. She stood 
aside to let Chris pass. 

"Who said aHything*s the matter?" Chris was in no 
mood for this. But she knew Dizz would force the issue. 

Chris crossed to the couch and sat down. Dizz sank 
into the sling across from her and leaned forward. 

"I wish you'd hit me or something when you're feeling 
like this," Dizz said. "I can't stand it when you get sullen." 

Chris sighed and leaned back. She shoved her hands 
deep in her pockets and stretched out her legs. 

"Damn it, say something," Dizz said. "Talk to me." 

"What would you like me to say, Dizz?" Chris replied. 
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Dizz sat back in the chair and glared at her. "Don't 
play games with me, Chris. Say it and get it over with." 

"To be perfectly honest, I can't think of a thing." 

"Darling," Dizz said, "do you really think that you 
have any reason to feel insecure?" 

"No," Chris. said slowly. She knew that Dizz had been 
faithful to her. She had no reason to doubt her now. 
But there was a terrible sickness in Chris. Something 
pounded in her head, an ugly something. What, it said, 
will happen to me if he can do for her what I can't? 
What if she goes to bed with him and finds out what it 
means to be fulfilled? It's not very likely to happen, I 
know that. But it could. It could! 

"Then, darling," Dizz went on, oblivious to the voice in 
Chris' head, "Why are you so upset? All that's going to 
happen is that I'll have a nice drive in the country. Even 
you can't find anything ominous in that." 

Wanna bet, Chris thought. But all she said was, "I 
guess I'm just being silly." 

"Of course you are," Dizz said earnestly. She got up 
out of the chair and came to sit by Chris. She ran a long 
pointed nail around Chris' ear and down her neck over 
the bruise. 

Chris took the finger in her own. "Don't distract me," 
she said. 

Dizz turned on that smile and it hit Chris where it 
hurt. She leaned over and pecked Chris quickly on the 
lips. "So you won't be jealous, will you?" she said. 

"Look, honey," Chris said. "You know all I care about 
is that you should be happy. If it makes you happy to go 
out with George, go. What more can I say?" 

Chris had no more to say that she wanted Dizz to hear. 
She dared not tell her that she was afraid, and that it 
was not George who made her so, but her own sense of 
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inadequacy. She could not tell Dizz, who had never 
known it, of the kind of thing that happened when two 
people fulfilled all each other's needs. She had prayed that 
Dizz would never know it with somebody else. She had 
hand-picked their friends to include no one who might 
tempt her away. But George was something she hadn't 
counted on. And Dizz was obviously attracted to him. 

Dizz curled up beside Chris and put her head against 
Chris' shoulder. "Well, anyhow, well be home early. You 
don't mind eating out this once, do you?" 

Chris moved her head to look down at Dizz. "No, 
darling," she said, "I don't mind." She felt herself slipping. 
Dizz was so soft, so sweet. She wanted Dizz to have fun 
and come home early. Maybe she'd even be glad to get 
home. 

Chris slid her arm around Dizz's waist and Dizz nestled 
against her. Their heads were close together. We fit so 
well, Chris thought. We belong this way. And she felt 
that Dizz must know it too. 

Dizz moved after a while and went to her room to 
dress. She had left the door open and for a few minutes 
Chris sat watching her. Then very deliberately she rose 
and went back onto the terrace. 

A black and white cat from across the alley was 
perched on a comer of the fence taking the sun. Some- 
body's radio blared out an orange juice commerciaL 
Brakes squealed somewhere out on the Avenue. It 
seemed like any other Monday morning. 

Yet Chris knew in her heart that it wasn't. Dizz was too 
happy, too anxious. She found herself hoping that Dizz 
would be disappointed and come home miserable and 
take a couple of drinks. That Chris could cope- with, but 
this other thing she could not touch. 

She sat down on a garden chair and proceeded to 
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ignore the whole situation. She looked at the cat. She 
listened to street sounds and some terrible thing of Bach's. 
She smoked herself nauseous. 

The buzzer rang in the kitchen. She bent her head 
to hear if Dizz would run, a little too eagerly, to answer 
it. But it was quiet in the apartment. 

"Honey," Dizz called out the window. "Get it, will you? 
I'm not quite ready." 

An hour and she's not quite ready. An hour. A person 
could try on everything in Macy's in that length of time. 

Chris got to the kitchen just as the buzzer sounded 
the second time. She pushed the button and opened the 
door. George took off his hat as he came through the 
doorway. He stood with it hanging from two fingers and 
stuck out the others in greeting. The left hand was behind 
his back. 

"Hi, Chris," he said with that ear-to-ear grin. "I brought 
a friend." He took his left hand from behind his back 
and held out the friend for inspection. 

"It's adorable," Chris laughed and in half a second 
she was sitting on the living room floor getting ac- 
quainted. The miniature schnauzer couldn't have been 
more than two months old. He still looked a little wobbly. 
With his shiny black eyes and httle tufted self, he en- 
chanted Chris completely. 

"His name's Schnitzel," George said, squatting on the 
floor beside Chris. He held out a hand and the pup 
bounced over to it and licked his fingers. "He's just 
learning manners. Better not let him get too excited." 

Chris sat back on her heels and watched the pup. "I 
don't imagine he can do too much damage," she said. 

George picked up Schnitzel and got to his feet. "I'm 
beginning to think he could win a medal," he said. 

"Chris, are you quite comfortable?" 
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Chris heard the icicles in Dizz's voice and looked up 
rather foolishly from her seat on the floor. 

George turned quickly. "Hello, Sheila," he said. He took 
a step forward, cupping Schnitzel in his hand. "Chris and 
my buddy have just been saying hello." 

Dizz turned on the charm. "Oh, he's a love," she cooed. 
She put out a hand and played with the puppy's ear. 
'Isn't he darling, Chris?" she said, turning to look down 
at her friend. 

Chris stood up and nodded at Dizz. She had a smirk on 
her face that she knew Dizz could kill her for. "Yes, he is," 
she said. "And I'm so glad you like dogs. I gather you'll 
be holding the baby this afternoon." 

George smiled happily at Dizz. "I'm glad you do too," 
he said. "I've had one or another all my life." He put out 
his hand and gave the pup to Dizz. 

Dizz took the pup and cuddled it in her arm. She 
stroked it lovingly with the other hand. 

Chris turned away to find a cigarette. She could not 
look at Dizz and keep a straight face. Dizz with a dogl 
It was too delicious. Dizz with one of those dirty smelly 
beasts that she could not tolerate. 

"Chris," Dizz said, "would you get my coat for me, 
dear? The light blue one." 

"Of course," Chris answered and went to the closet off 
the kitchen. She took the coat and put it over her arm. 
She walked back to Dizz. 

Dizz took advantage of the moment to glare at Chris 
with fury. "Thank you," she said stiffly as Chris draped 
the coat over her arm. 

"Well, I guess we're ready," George said. "I'm sorry 
you're busy this afternoon, Chris. Maybe you can make 
it next time." 

Chris looked at Dizz. Tm sorry too," she said. 
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Dizz did not look at Chris, but busied herself with 
Schnitzel. She flushed slightly, then-said, "Goodbye, Chris. 
We'll be home early, I think. Won't we, George?" 

"Should be," he answered. He turned to Chris. "Is it 
okay if I take the young lady to dinner on the way back?" 

"Yes," Chris said. "It's okay." 

"Then well see you later," he said. He took Dizz by the 
elbow and steered her to the door. 

Chris closed the door behind them and stood with her 
back against it. She couldn't blame George, she knew. He 
was doing his best to play it fair. It was Dizz she should 
hate, if she wanted to hate somebody. But how the devil 
could she hate Dizz? 

She walked into the living room and slumped onto the 
couch. She put out the cigarette. Her hands dug angrily 
into her pockets and she pushed her feet hard against 
the floor. 

Whatever this game Dizz was playing, Chris did not 
like it. Chris did not mind a good fight with everything 
out in the open. But when a woman started being wily, 
a person might as well beat an honorable retreat from 
the battlefield. 

Dizz had never done anything like this before. She was 
usually bluntly honest. Hurt like hell, sometimes. But 
at least you knew what was happening. You could only 
guess this way. • 

Chris didn't like any of the answers she came up with. 

The phone startled her out of her bitter reverie. She 
leaned over to the end table and grabbed the receiver. 

"Hello," she said. 

"Miss Hamilton?" asked a voice she knew from some- 
where. 

"Yes." 
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"Chris, darling, this is Carol. I thought maybe you'd 
like to come help me with some sea shells over lunch." 

Chris paused a long minute. She knew perfectly well 
she was too old to play at getting even. And she knew she 
had no business getting involved with this .girl. 

"Yes," she said. "I'd like that. Very much, in fact" 

"Good," Carol said. "Can you be here in an hour?" 

"Honey," Chris said, "I can make it in half the time, if 
you're free." 

"Come ahead. Ill see you then." 

Chris hung up the phone and hurried to put on a skirt 
She knew it was all wrong. She belonged to Dizz and 
she always would. She could not decently let anyone else 
get interested. 

Carol was a good kid. She deserved somebody who 
could love her, who would settle down with her. 

Chris had all the arguments against it down pat. But 
she felt a niggle of excitement at the thought of being 
with Carol, of caressing her and loving her. 

And when she closed the door behind her, she walked 
briskly to the comer to hail a cab, filled with a kind of 
elation she had not felt in years. 



THE meter made a dollar's worth of clicks before the 
cab left the crosstown traffic and turned north on Fifth 
Avenue. A dozen blocks later it pulled up in front of a 
four-story stone building that looked no different from 
the others lining the block. 
A small metal placard on the great black door said 

MARINE MUSEUM. 

"This the place?" asked the driver, turning to peer at 
Chris through smudgy thick lenses. 

"Yes, this is it," she answered, leaning across to open 
the door. 

"Don't look much like a museum," he commented 
sourly. • 

"It's private," Chris whispered confidentially and 
turned on a mysterious smile. 

"Oh," the driver said. The awe in his voice made Chris 
at least an ambassador from lower Mongolia. 

Chris grinned and handed hi™ two singles. She 
stepped out of the cab and slammed the door without 
looking back. 

She felt the driver watching her till she had climbed 
the wide concrete steps, opened the heavy black door and 
passed inside. 

It was always an experience to enter this place. Some- 
thing like being suddenly at the bottom of a tropic sea. 
The walls were tapestried in warm blues and greens with 
an occasional splash of scarlet and of gold. The floor was 
covered with a thick sand-colored carpet that caught and 
held every trace of noise. The great entry hall rose four 
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stories high and from the skylights above long fingers of 
sunlight reached down, only occasionally finding bottom 
and resting there. 

Beyond the hall and on the floors above was housed one 
of the finest collections of marine lore in the world. With 
almost limitless funds and a practical approach to 
spending them, Jonathan Brandt had put old Hobbes' 
will and his mansion to splendid use. In his employ 
divers had combed every sea, searching but lost cities, 
fabulous treasures and sea creatures of every variety. 
Thousands of books, maps, diaries and secret documents 
had found their way into his eager hands. 

And the whole had been arranged in a fairy-tale 
fashion that never ceased to delight Chris and others who, 
for a rather sizeable fee, had the standing of lifetime 
members. It was like a casual visit to Neptune's private 
palace and being allowed to wander at will through his 
gardens and libraries. No showcases, no locked cabinets. 
The glories of the sea were all set within easy reach to 
be examined and admired. 

Chris herself had been responsible for many fine con- 
tributions, mostly rare shells and a few oddities like the 
collection of treasure maps she had routed out in odd 
corners of the world. As she crossed the hall toward the 
office at the back, Chris was remembering proudly how 
she'd done that lying bastard Blackfield out of an au- 
thentic pirate's map. He'd tried to chisel her out of a 
small fortune. But he had a weakness for rum and poker. 
So. . . 

"Chris!" A high-pitched squeal called to her. "Chris, 
dahlingl" Jonathan Brandt had appeared, apparently from 
nowhere. He looked like a chubby cherub, all five-five of 
him round and pink and snub-nosed and somehow 
angelic. Little wisps of faded blonde hair poked out at the 
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edges of his bald pate and his clear blue eyes would 
never get as old as the rest of him. 

He bustled noiselessly across the carpet toward Chris, 
stretched forward on his toes and puckered his lips. 

Chris bent to receive the greeting. She was fond of 
Jonathan, in a peculiar way. He was charming and 
pleasant and did his work expertly. But she wouldn't 
trust him out of her sight. 

"Chris, it's been an age. You look marvelous, just too 
too marvelous," he said breathlessly. He always sounded 
breathless. "And how's Sheila?" 

Chris felt a pang of dismay. Jonathan had known Dizz 
for years, had even fancied himself in love with her once. 
He'd been one of the people who'd introduced them. She 
didn't like to think what might happen if he knew why 
she was at the museum. 

"Sheila's fine," she said. "As always." 

"Good, good," he said. "And what can we do for you 
this lovely afternoon? If anything." He stood with his 
hands together as if in prayer. He moved up on his toes, 
back on his heels. He was never still. 

"Well," she paused imperceptibly, then took the plunge. 
"I got a call from your new assistant, Miss Martin. She's 
cataloging that last batch I brought in, I gather, and 
wants some information." 

Dr. Brandt pursed his lips and clucked. "Very thorough, 
Miss Martin, very thorough. I've been most pleased with 
her work." He peered up at Chris. "Beautiful girl, beauti- 
ful. Have you met her yet?" he asked. 

"No, I haven't," Chris lied. She prayed in her heart 
that Carol would play it smoothly when the time came 
for introductions. 

"Come along, then. She's in the office in back." Jonathan 
turned toward the rear of the building. 
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Chris followed him the length of three immense rooms 
and through an archway into what had once been the 
solarium. There was not a sound to betray their passage. 

When they entered the room, Carol was sitting on a 
high stool at a semi-circular counter that ran the length 
of the glass wall. Spread out before her on sheets of 
off-white paper were thousands of colorful pea-sized 
shells. She held one of these tiny shells between two 
fingers and was studying it intently. 

Dr. Brandt coughed politely in order not to startle the 
girl. 

Carol put the shell carefully on the paper and turned 
to face them. She looked up at Chris and began a smile 
that could easily turn out to be too friendly. 

Chris sent her a warning with her eyes over Dr. 
Brandt's pink dome. Carol caught it The smile eased to 
one of polite greeting. 

"Miss Martin," Dr. Brandt said, then turned to Chris 
with a flourish of his hand, "this is Christopher Hamilton." 
The tone in which he said it implied that anybody but a 
fool would grasp the full significance of the moment. 

Carol slid off the stool and came toward Chris as 
though she were about to curtsey to the Queen. "How do 
you do, Miss Hamilton," she said. Chris could see the 
laughter bubbling in her eyes. 

Chris extended her hand. "Miss Martin," shg said. 

Solemnly they shook hands. 

"Well, ladies," Dr. Brandt said, Til leave you to your 
work." He turned to go. 

"Jonathan," Chris called after him, "one second. After 
I astound and bore this young lady to death with all the 
pertinent facts, have I your permission to buy her a 
drink?" She grinned at him. "I like to be on the good side 
of your assistants. I give them enough dirty work to do." 
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"Of course, Chris," he answered. Chris made a habit 
of Christmas gifts and the like, he knew. He turned im- 
portantly to Carol. "As soon as you've finished here, call 
it a day," he said expansively. 

Chris watched him trot out through the archway and 
toward his own office off the foyer. 

She turned to CaroL "Thank you," she said. "That fat 
little gentleman has all the instincts of a peeping Tom. 
And I can't see any good reason for keeping him posted 
on my personal life." 

"Sure. Any time," Carol said. She walked baek to the 
counter. "Does he know Diz2?" she asked, carefully 
keeping her eyes focused on the shells. 

For a long minute Chris did not answer. She looked 
intently at the back of Carol's head, trying to calculate 
what was happening inside it "Yes, he does," she said. 
"Why?" 

"Just curious," Carol answered. 

Chris came and stood beside Carol at the counter. She 
gripped the edge with both hands and pressed till the 
knuckles went white. 

"Look," Chris said softly, "I came here because I 
wanted to see you. I like you," she said. "A lot. Do I have 
to give you the history of my life? Or will you take it 
for what it's worth?" 

Carol tilted her head and smiled into Chris's eyes. "No, 
darling," she said. "I don't need any explanations. I just 
don't want you to get in trouble with your girL" She 
grinned impishly. "I know how unreasonable women can 
be." 

Chris laughed and hastily planted a kiss on Carol's 
forehead. 

"Now, big shot, we've got work to do." Carol turned 
to a rack of rolled maps, selected one and lifted it off. 
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"Sit down over there at the desk and well get at it." 

Chris reached out and easily lifted the cumbersome 
map from Carol's hands. She carried it to the desk and 
unrolled it on the broad top. Carol brought over a couple 
of conch shells to anchor the bottom comers. 

"Now, I could use some tracing paper and a sharp 
pencil," Chris said. She stood looking down at the map, 
tracing with a forefinger the area to be lifted. 

Carol came up behind her and laid a two-foot square of 
tracing paper over the map. Then she reached in front of 
Chris and pulled open the middle drawer. 'Take your 
pick," she said. 

Chris selected a blue drawing pencil and felt the lead 
with her finger. Then she took a contraption with a 
razor blade from the drawer, flicked lightly at the lead 
and tested it again. 

"Okay," she said. "An ashtray and we're all set." 

For two hours Chris bent studiously over the map, 
tracing carefully every minute particular of the Keys, 
shading here and there, labelling each area she had ex- 
plored and listing meticulously which shells came from 
which spot. Occasionally she paused to take a drag on 
a cigarette or to sharpen the pencil. 

Carol, she knew, was somewhere behind her, silently 
going about her business, not humming or r unnin g a 
sweeper or something, as Dizz would be doing. 

Finally Chris straightened up and put the pencil down 
on the desk. "How's that?" she said. 

Carol was all of a sudden at her elbow, studying the 
tracing. "Perfect, darling," she said. "You just saved 
me a week's work." She picked up the paper and carried 
it to the counter. She checked a couple of items against 
the key, shifted one to another sheet. 

Chris rolled up the map, crossed with it to the rack and 
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set it in place. She returned to the desk, moved the conchs 
back on a shelf, then sat down in the swivel chair. 

Carol came and perched on the desk beside her. It's a 
pleasure to watch you work, Chris,'' she said. "You're so 
thorough. And you know what you're doing." 

"I should," Chris answered. I've been doing it for 
twenty years." 

"My God, I was just out of diapers then," Carol 
laughed. "What got you started?" 

Chris shifted in the chair. "Well," she said, "a kind of 
childhood compassion, I guess. I was brought up around 
the Indian River Inlet, you know. Plenty of twin and 
beach and dunes. I remember when I was just a little 
kid, going with my family to Long Neck to dig clams. 
Not in the mud on shore, but wading up to your neck 
in the water with a tub tied to you and floating behind. 
You dig down in the mud with the clam rake and when 
you're a kid it's fun to see if you can dig faster than the 
clams and catch em before they get away." 

She paused to put out a cigarette. "Then one night I 
had a peculiar dream," she went on. "A big clam was 
standing in the water with a people rake and I was trying 
to dig my way down into the mud. And just when I 
thought I was safe, he grabbed me with the rake and 
pulled me out of the water and threw me in the tub." She 
laughed. "I never went clamming after that" 

Carol slid off the desk and stood up. "But you started 
collecting clam shells?" she said. 

"Hmm. And other kinds. And making maps. I used to 
walk along the shore, listening to the ocean. I'd hear 
voices, you know, telling me about far away ports and 
all kinds of mysteries at the bottom of the sea." She 
sighed wistfully. "I even wrote poetry in the wet sand at 
one point" 



40 CHRIS 

Carol was silent, letting Chris enjoy her reverie. 

"So," Chris said in a moment. "And now I'm hungry. 
How about you?" 

Carol crossed to a small lavatory at one end of the 
office. "I'll be with you in two seconds," she said. And 
in two seconds she returned. She had put on a soft rose 
wool coat that set off her dark hair dramatically. 

Chris lifted an eyebrow in approval. She was vaguely 
aware of a warmth of feeling toward this girl that she 
usually associated only with Dizz. It wasn't something 
that she could define. But it had something to do with 
wanting, to protect her, to be strong yet infinitely tender. 

Dizz had taught Chris to hide this feeling, to put it 
away or be laughed at. Yet Chris knew instinctively that 
Carol would not laugh. 

"Chris, tell me something," Carol said as she came 
toward her. "And I'm not being catty." 

"Okay," Chris said. "Ask away. I don't have to answer, 
after all." 

"Does Dizz go with you on these trips? I mean, is she 
interested in your work?" Carol asked. 

"Dizz?" Chris laughed deep in her throat. "Dizz 
doesn't know a conch from a cochina. And the only 
oyster she's ever seen was on a plate in front of her. 
I thought she was a comrade when I met her, but I 
found out later she'd read up for the occasion." She said 
it affectionately, without malice. "But how come we're 
back to Dizz?" 

"Frankly, darling, I'm just sizing up the competition,'' 
Carol said. She put out her hand. "Let's go, handsome." 

"After you, m'dear," Chris rejoined, bowing from the 
waist and waving her arm toward the arch. She stepped 
up beside Carol and took her elbow. 

Together they walked out to the halL 



CHRIS let the heavy black door close quietly behind her, 
then hurried to follow Carol down the steps. 

It was already late afternoon and Fifth Avenue was 
beginning to buzz with the homeward dash of thousands 
of office workers. A long string of buses, with taxis 
making links in the chain, honked and rattled down the 
Avenue. At the near comer a timid little woman peered 
desperately in both directions, looking for a break, then 
lifted an umbrella in one hand and her skirt in the other 
and launched into the fray. Miraculously she appeared 
on the opposite curb and lifted her nose contemptuously 
at the obscenities roared after her. 

Carol stopped at the comer and faced Chris. "Darling," 
she said, "may I make a suggestion?" 

"Of course." 

"Let's go to the zoo. We can have lunch in the 
cafeteria." 

Chris smiled at her approvingly. "Honey," she said, 
"that's perfect." 

They walked to Sixty-fourth and crossed at the light 
They went through the entrance, down the steps and 
turned right toward the monkey house. They walked 
slowly past the cages, not talking, pausing occasionally 
to chortle at the antics of the apes. 

Carol had linked her arm through Chris' and when 
they stopped for a moment, she pressed close to her side. 
There was a good six-inch difference in height. Chris 
looked down at the girl now and then, feeling deeply 
contented and at peace. Something about Carol made 
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Chris feel taller and stronger and for the moment sure 
of herself. 

They passed the archway by the bear cages and went 
up the steps to the cafeteria. Only a few hearty souls sat 
at the tables on the terrace. The wind had come up and 
the fading rays of the sun gave little warmth. 

"Outside or in?" Chris asked, stepping away from 
Carol to let a six-year-old with dog fly past. 

"Outside, of course." Carol walked to a table for two 
by the wall and plunked down her purse to claim posses- 
sion. Chris followed and stood by the table as Carol took 
a seat. •»- 

"What shall I bring you?" Chris asked. She liked the 
way Carol let her take over. 

"Let's see," Carol gave a thoughtful frown. "They have 
good chopped liver. And a piece of cake and a light 
coffee." 

"Right." 

Chris turned and passed through the large center door- 
way. Five minutes later she emerged carrying a heavy 
tray. 

She set the tray on the next table and moved four 
sandwiches, two enormous slices of chocolate cake, four 
cups of coffee, napkins, sugar and silver on the table 
for two. 

"You must be as expensive to feed as a Great Dane," 
Carol commented blandly. 

"Worse," Chris grinned. She knew this was not true. 
Dizz always complained that she was ,a picky eater. She 
always was when Dizz was around. 

Chris did not say another word until she was at the far 
end of three sandwiches, a piece of cake and two cups 
of coffee. Then she lit a cigarette, leaned back and said, 
"Ahhl" 
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Carol laughed delightedly. She sat looking across the 
table at Chris, an expression on her face that Chris had 
often yearned to see on Dizz. 

In that moment Chris felt a sudden terrible fear. She 
knew what was happening to her and to Carol. Knew 
that she had never felt such complete contentment as 
at this moment. Even last night, holding Dizz, it had 
been edged with poignancy and pain. There was no pain 
now. Only joy. And it made her afraid. 

She shivered and the cigarette fell from her fingers. 
She put out her foot and ground the butt into the floor. 

"Darling," Carol said, "what on earth's the matter? 
You're green." 

"I was thinking how much I enjoy being with you," 
Chris said. 

"Is that something to have a fit over?" Carol asked her 
quietly. 

"Yes, it is," Chris answered bluntly. She stood up 
shakily and held onto the table. "Come on. 111 take you 
home." 

Carol made no comment, but followed Chris docilely 
down the steps, back past the cages and around to the 
entrance. At the bottom of the steps Chris paused and 
turned to face her. There was a gentle smile on Chris' lips 
and tender affection in her eyes. 

"Carol darling, please forgive me," Chris said. She 
took both of Carol's hands in her own and pulled the girl 
close. "I don't always behave like an overgrown brat." 

Carol nodded. "I know," she said. "Look, honey. I've 
got a couple of theories about what's eating you. They 
may be miles off base, but they'll do for the time being." 
She stepped away from Chris, but held onto one hand. 
"Right now, we could both use a drink. I've got a fresh 
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bottle of bourbon at home." She wrinkled her forehead 
quizzically. "That is, if you have time." 

"I have time," Chris said. 

Hand in hand they took the steps by twos. Chris 
flagged a cab and held the door for Carol, then stepped 
in behind her. 

"Seventy Second and First," she said to the driver. 

They rode in silence, each tucked in her own comer 
of the seat. Chris sat gnawing her lower lip and gazing 
intently out the window at nothing. For some inane reason 
she was thinking back to the party, the night she met 
Dizz. Trying to recapture that first emotion, to feel out 
the magic that had trapped and held her. She saw the 
lovely face, touched the soft hair, heard the vibrant voice 
whispering, saying . . . 

"Chris, we're here," Carol said softly, touching her 
lightly on the arm. 

Chris reached a hand toward her pocket. 

"I already paid it," Carol said. She leaned across 
Chris and opened the door. "Come on, honey." 

Chris got out and turned to help Carol. She shut the 
door and followed Carol toward the entrance of the old 
brick building. 

The hallway smelled of onions and cats and garbage. 
Somewhere upstairs a woman was screaming at her 
husband. A kid was bawling. The steam press next door 
in the laundry hissed rhythmically. It was like all the 
crummy buildings in all the crummy neighborhoods Chris 
had known before Dizz happened. And for one nostalgic 
moment she relished the stench and the charm and the 
horror of it. 

Carol stopped to peer into the mailbox for number 
ten. "Cobwebs," she_ said. "Once a month I get a phone 
bill." 
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Chris followed her up three flights of steps. She waited 
while Carol fished out the key from her purse, then 
reached to take it from her. She unlocked the door and 
pushed it inward, stepping aside to let Carol precede her. 

Carol dropped her purse on top of the phonograph and 
crossed to a cabinet against the far wall. 

"Come in and sit down," Carol said. She stooped to 
open the bottom compartment and lifted out a bottle. 
"Straight, on the rocks, mixed, what?" 

"Straight," Chris answered. "And long." She walked to 
the sofa and sat down carefully on the edge. She crossed 
her hands on her knees. 

Carol picked two glasses from the top of the cabinet 
and turned them over. With a bottle opener she broke 
the seal on the botde. She carried the bottle and the two 
glasses over to the coffee table in front of Chris. 

"Well, don't you look comfortable," Carol said. "I 
won't bite, you know." She looked down at Chris fondly. 
"Will you pour, madam?" 

Chris leaned forward and wiggled the cork out of the 
bottle. She poured a third of a glass and handed it to 
CaroL Then she filled the other glass level full and bent 
to take a sip. 

They sat side by side on the edge of the couch. Neither 
of them spoke nor drank. Chris could hear a faucet 
dripping behind the screen that shut off the tiny kitchen. 
The woman was still screaming at her husband. The baby 
cried. 

Carol laid a hand on Chris' arm and shook her gently. 
"Honey," she said, "would you like some coffee? I don't 
think you care for my bourbon." She pouted playfully. 

"Coffee would be fine," Chris said. She put a finger 
under Carol's chin and tilted the girl's face to look into 
her own. "And I do like your bourbon. But I'm trying to 



46 CHRIS 

think about something'* and for once in my life I don't 
feel like being polluted." 

"At least we're making progress," Carol said. She got 
up and walked behind the screen. "Instant okay?" she 
called. 

"Naturally." 

Chris sat listening to the clink of dishes, a spoon 
against a jar, the lid of a sugar bowl. Then water scalding 
into cups. The gurgle of milk from a bottle. 

Carol carried the steaming cups to the low table and 
set them down. She took the bottle and glasses and put 
them back on the cabinet Then she came and sat down 
beside Chris. 

Chris had not moved from her stiff, uncomfortable 
position. 

"Darling," Carol said, "may I have a cigarette?" 

Chris took a pack out of her pocket, pulled out two 
and lit them both. She handed one to Carol. She 
crumpled the empty pack and dropped it on the table. 

Then she turned to face Carol. "Carol," she began, "I 
think there are a few things we'd better setde." 

"Before you say anything, Chris, let me put in my two 
cents' worth." Carol put her palms flat on Chris' clenched 
fists. "I'm sort of a shameless slob, darling. I love you 
and I admit it. But I know that you're in love with some- 
one else. I think it's a sick kind of love or an obsession 
or something." 

Chris attempted to move from under Carol's hands. 

"No, Chris, listen to me," Carol said. "I think this be- 
cause I've seen you blind drunk and miserable. Because 
I've got black and blue marks all over me where you let 
out your frustrations. Because, when you were sobering 
up and ashamed of what you'd done, you lay in my 
arms and sobbed like a baby." She paused to look at Chris 
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closely. "How long has it been since Dizz let you make 
love to her?" 

Chris looked away quickly. She did not answer. 

"I thought so," Carol went on. "She doesn't satisfy 
you that way. She doesn't give a damn about your work. 
Yet you cling to her like she was—" She could find no 
words to describe it. "What difference does it make? 
That's your business. What I started to say is simply that 
I love you. I don't know if I can beat this thing that Dizz 
has become to you. I don't know if I can take you away 
from her. In fact, I won't even try. I hope you'll come to 
me because you want to be with me. Because I know, 
whether you'll believe it or not, that you will want to 
and, if you do, you'll be happy here." 

"Are you finished?" Chris asked coldly. 

"One thing more," Carol answered. "I know you can 
walk out of here tonight and never come back. But if you 
do, Chris, you'll be kidding yourself." She smiled at 
Chris. "Now, darling, what were you going to say?" She 
took both cigarettes and put them out in the ashtray. 

Chris sighed tiredly. "I was going to say that when 
I leave here tonight, I will not be coming back. That I'm 
in love with Dizz and that I always will be. That I enjoy 
being with you. It's fun. But I'm only kidding myself 
because I know it won't get us anything but misery." She 
looked down at Carol and laughed. "I feel a little foolish." 

Carol laughed too. "Now will you please kiss me? If 
there's anything I can't stand it's a lot of talk." 

Chris went to the girl willingly. She put her arms 
around Carol and for a long minute held her tight. Then 
she kissed the girl deeply and long. 

They lay together on the couch, Carol nestling in 
Chris' arms. Outside it had gotten dark and cold. Only 
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an occasional bus rumbling down the street broke the 
stillness. 

"Chris?" 

"Hm?" 

"It's getting late." 

"Um, hmm." 

"Dizz is waiting for you." 

"Um, hmm." 

"Chris?" 

"Hm?" 

"When will I see you again?" 

Chris was silent for a moment. "That depends," she 
said. "We'll have Saturday night at least. Maybe sooner. 
Ill call you tomorrow." 

"But you will be back?" 

"Yes, Carol, 111 be back." 



CHRIS stood by the fence at Beekman Place, gazing 
down to the river. She watched the red and blue of a 
Pepsi Cola sign ride the ripples from the far shore. Some- 
where down near the island a boat hooted mournfully 
into the dark night. 

She put her forehead against the wire and pressed her 
nose through the criss-cross hole. She put her fingers into 
other criss-cross holes and leaned heavily against the 
fence. She could barely stand. 

She knew it had been a serious error of judgment to 
bolt that glass of bourbon just before she left Carol. All 
the way home in the cab she'd clung to the door, her 
nose and forehead pressed to the icy window. Now she 
clung to the fence, as mournful as the foghorn, scared 
to walk in the house and face Dizz. She was drunk. 

She felt in her jacket pockets for a cigarette, then 
remembered that she had emptied the pack. 

A light mist had started a few minutes before and 
already her hair was damp and blowing into matted 
curls. Her feet were clammy and a chill ran through 
her body. It was past midnight Still she did not move to 
enter the house. 

She heard the click of heels on the sidewalk behind 
her. She did not turn to investigate them. 

^ thought I might find you here," Dizz said softly. She 
came up close behind Chris and slipped an arm around 
the girl's waist. "Honey, come in the house. I've got some 
coffee going. You'll catch cold out here." 
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"Dizz, I'm drunk. I feel awful. I better stay here 
awhile." Chris spoke thickly, slurring the words. 

"I know," Dizz said. "Come in the house. Well sober 
you up." She spoke to Chris as though to a child. 

Chris pulled away from Dizz and turned to lean 
against the fence. "Dizz," she mumbled, "do you hate 
me? Do you hate me because I'm a drunken slob?" 

"Of course I don't hate you, you big fool." Dizz 
laughed softly. She moved close to Chris and put her 
head against the girl's shoulder. "Would I be snuggling 
up in front of the neighbors if I hated you?" 

Chris thought that over carefully in her muddled, 
feverish brain. She knew that Dizz generally had a 
motive when she snuggled up. But she was too far out 
to figure any angles at the moment So she'd have to take 
Dizz's word for it. 

Chris bent her head to press her Up to the girl's hair. 
It tickled her nose and she sneezed. 

"Bless you," Dizz said. She took Chris' hand and pulled 
at her gently. "Come on, baby. The coffee'll boil over." 

Chris let Dizz lead her back to the apartment. She 
stumbled down the hall and through the door and into 
the living room. She fell face down on the couch. 

Dizz took Chris' damp shoes and set them in the kitchen 
near the stove. She went to the closet in her room and 
returned with a maroon wool blanket. She came to the 
couch and sat down beside Chris, letting the blanket 
fall to the floor. 

Dizz slipped the skirt down over Chris' hips and legs, 
then struggled with the jacket. She tossed both onto the 
sling chair, stood up and tucked the blanket snugly 
around the still figure. 

Then she bent down and kissed an earlobe. 

She quietly left the room. In a few minutes she re- 
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turned with a mug of steaming coffee and a tumbler con- 
taining her favorite home remedy. She put both down 
on the floor by the couch. 

"Honey," she said, shaking Chris by the shoulder. 
"Honey, look at me." 

Chris made a grunt that meant no. 

"Chris, look at me. You're not going to die." Dizz 
knelt beside Chris and reached out a hand to smooth 
the rumpled black hair. "Please, baby." 

Chris laboriously maneuvered her head around and 
managed to open one eye. She stared bleakly at Dizz, 
closed the eye, and slowly opened it again. 

"Good girl," Dizz said. "Now pick up your head. I want 
you to drink this." She held the glass before the open 
eye. 

Between them they got Chris propped on one elbow 
and the tonic safely inside. 

"Okay," Dizz said. "Fifteen minutes and you'll be fine." 

In about twelve Chris made a beeline for the John. 
She had a pretty good remedy of her own. 

She crept back into the living room and grinned sheep- 
ishly at Dizz. 

Dizz burst out laughing and came to help Chris back 
to the couch. "May I join you?" she asked. 

"Be my guest." 

Dizz stepped out of her dress and threw it on top of 
Chris' things in the chair. Then she got under the 
cover with Chris and nestled into her arms. 

It occurred to Chris that a couple of hours before 
Carol had been in the same position. But with Carol 
she had buried her face in the girl's neck and run her 
fingers lovingly over the warm breasts. With Dizz she 
would not dare. With Dizz she must find conversation. 

"How's Schnitzel?" That was a fair venture. 
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"He's just fine. Do you know, I actually got to like 
the little devil. And he was awfully good in the car. 
I thought he might get sick or something." 

"And George?" 

"He's just fine, too," Dizz said. "We stopped on the way 
back for dinner. There was an orchestra there and we 
danced a little. I wish you liked to dance, darling." She 
leaned her head against Chris' jaw. 

"I used to," Chris said. "You told me once I looked 
like a clown." 

"Oh, silly," Dizz laughed. "You know better than to 
listen to me when I'm annoyed." 

"Sure," Chris answered. She did not admit that she no 
longer knew when that was. That, in fact, Dizz seemed 
annoyed with her or herself or just the whole damned 
world most of the time. 

"Anyhow, we danced and ate and had a couple of 
drinks. I like George," Dizz said. "He's good company. 
Witty, intelligent. He seems to know something about 
everything." She paused, then went on enthusiastically. 
"Not just something, but enough to hold his own with 
experts." Her voice dropped >.to an impressive tone. "He 
was Phi Beta Kappa at Harvard, you know." 

"What else does he do?" Chris asked with disarming 
innocence. 

Dizz hesitated for just a second. 'Ill ignore that re- 
mark," she said. 

Dizz, Chris appreciated, was in rare good humor. It 
would not be safe to test it too far. But the bourbon or 
something had given her a sneaky courage. She decided 
to push on. 

"Well," she said, "I thought maybe he does card 
tricks or parlor magic or some such thing that might 
bring him down to my level of comprehension." 
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Dizz turned to look at her, a puzzled frown on her 
beautiful face. 

Chris remained serenely calm. 

"Darling," Dizz said quietly, "have I made a faux pas? 
Should I go stand in the corner or something?" She was 
trying hard to be flip, but there was a slight tremor in 
the lower lip. 

Chris saw it and was immediately consumed by guilt 
What a lumbering ass she was, to take Dizz when she 
was happy about something and make her wretched. 
Sometimes months went by before Dizz got excited about 
anything. 

"Honey," she said smilingly, "you know better than to 
listen to anything I say when I'm annoyed." 

"Annoyed about what?" 

"Myself, for getting drunk. You go off and leave me 
for an afternoon and I behave like a child. Do all lands 
of stupid things." At the moment she almost believed 
what she heard herself saying. 

"But what on earth have you done?" Dizz asked, a litde 
worriedly. 

For ten seconds Chris tottered on the brink of con- 
fession. Then she said, "What doesn't matter. Just that I'm 
feeling especially proud of myself." 

Dizz breathed a sigh of relief. "Well," she said, "It 
probably wasn't anything you haven't done before." 

Chris looked at her closely, searching for the hidden 
barb behind the words. It was not often that Dizz spoke 
of her activities without condemning them. But she could 
find no malice on the gorgeous face. 

Chris relaxed and laughed. "Sometimes you scare me, 
miss," she said. She pulled Dizz closer and hugged her 
affectionately. "And, honey, I didn't mean to pick on you. 
Or on George." 
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"I know, darling. And I didn't mean to babble on like 
that." She kissed Chris lightly on the cheek. "But' let's 
forget about George." 

"Gladly," Chris said. "How about a hot cup of coffee? 
I could use it." 

Dizz crawled out from under the blanket and stooped 
to pick up the cup. "Would you like something to eat, 
darling? I've got some chicken and an apple pie in the 
refrigerator." 

Chris put a hand to her aching head. "Oh, baby, don't 
mention food to me. Ill probably never eat again." 

"That I doubt," Dizz said from the kitchen. She came 
back a few minutes later with two full cups and handed 
one to Chris. 

Chris downed the strong black coffee in three gulps. 
"Thanks," she said. 

Dizz handed her the second cup. "Dessert," she smiled. 

Chris took a sip from the second cup of coffee. Her 
head was beginning to calm down. A few more minutes 
and she'd be feeling alive again. 

Dizz moved Chris' clothes off the chair and carried 
them into Chris' room. She took her dress into her closet 
and hung it on a hanger behind the door. She was hum-, 
ming happily to herself and the smile on her face was 
from her heart. 

Chris lay on the couch, watching her and pleased 
that her woman, for whatever reason, was in a light 
mood. At moments like this, rare as they were, she knew 
she was the luckiest person in the world to possess this 
woman. 

Dizz came back into the living room. "I don't mean 
to be a spoil sport, honey," Dizz said. "But have you 
finished that article I was supposed to remind you 
about?" 
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Chris stared at her blankly for a moment, then sat 
bolt upright. "My God, I forgot all about it," she said. 
"You were supposed to remind me a week ago." 

"I forgot," Dizz admitted. 

They both laughed. 

Chris stood up unsteadily and started toward her bed- 
room. "Look, kid, I've got all the material I need. 
Would you mind using a little of that rusty shorthand 
you're always bragging about?" She looked at Dizz 
pleadingly. "I promised to deliver the blamed thing to- 
morrow." She leaned wearily against the door jamb. 
"And, frankly, I couldn't hit a typewriter key tonight 
if my life depended on it." 

"You mean this morning, but I get the idea," Dizz 
said. "Hurry up, darling. Ill get some paper." 

Chris returned with a sheaf of neatly hand-written 
notes. She sat down on the couch. 

Dizz took a seat on the floor beside Chris and leaned 
a notebook on her crossed knees. She looked up at 
Chris, waiting for her to start 

Chris took a sip of coffee, then relaxed against the 
couch. She began to dictate. 

It was almost six when Dizz pulled the last sheet from 
the typewriter. Chris was stretched out en the couch, 
sleeping soundly. She had lasted till about five, then 
collapsed apologetically. 

Dizz stacked the sheets neatly on the end table. She 
moved to the couch and smiled down at^&e sleeping 
figure. 

Chris grumbled and opened her eyes when Dizz tried 
to lie- down beside her. Then she smiled like a contented 
baby and opened her arms wide. 

Dizz crawled in beside Chris and moved tight against 
her. "All finished, baby," she whispered. 
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"Thank you, darling," Chris whispered back. Even in 
her sleepy state, she felt the marvelous magic of Dizz 
begin to take possession of her. She buried her nose in 
the soft blonde hair and pressed her lips to the scalp. 

Dizz stirred in her arms. She raised her mouth to 
Chris. 

Chris held the girl close and brought her mouth down 
hard on the waiting lips. Their tongues met, searched. 
Like a whirlwind, desire grew in Chris. Her woman, 
lying in her arms, wanting her, wanting her, not turn- 
ing away in disgust. Not stopping her eager hands. 

Chris' elation knew no bounds. She had not touched 
Dizz like this, loved her like this, for many lonely, bit- 
ter months. She felt again the wild flow of passion she 
had felt that first night. Her body ached with the need 
to possess Dizz, to seek again the fulfillment they had 
never known together. 

She put her lips against the soft smooth cheek. 

"Dizz, darling, please," she whispered hoarsely. 

"Yes, darling yes. Love me, Chris. Love me." 

For a long, long moment they were absorbed, lost 
in each other, oblivious of time, of the world, oblivious 
of everything but the moment. Then the aftermath, like 
the quiet after the storm. The predictable end. Dizz in 
the exquisite agony of frustration. Dizz staring into the 
darkness. And Chris alone and shivering in an exquisite 
agony of her own. 

Lying behind Dizz, Chris put her arms around the 
girl's waist and bowed her head between the shoulders. 
Death would have been welcome at that moment. 

Chris dug her teeth into her trembling Up and closed 
her eyes tight to hold back the tears. 



THE phone rang that morning at ten. 

Dizz stirred, but did not wake up. 

The phone rang again and again. Finally Dizz moved 
an arm and pushed back the covers. She sat up and 
groaned. Then she reached for the phone. 

Through a cottony haze Chris heard Dizz speaking 
to someone. She gathered the call was for her. 

"Is it important, Jonathan? She's still asleep." A long 
pause. "All right. Hold on a minute." 

Chris felt Dizz sit down on the couch beside her 
and tickle her ear with a fingertip. Chris swatted as 
though to brush away a fly. 

"Chris, wake up," Dizz said sternly. "Jonathan's on 
the phone. I really can't figure out what he's trying to 
say. But he said to tell you Max is in town with some- 
thing big." 

"Max," Chris shouted. "Why didn't you say so?" She 
threw back the blanket and sat up. "Hand me the 
phone." 

Dizz obediently did as she was told. Then she sat 
down on the couch, too curious not to listen. 

Chris took the phone and barked into it, her voice 
thick with alcohol and not enough sleep. "Jonathan?" 
she said. "What's happening?" 

"Chris, Max reached port this morning. He just called. 
He wants to see you. He wouldn't say much on the 
phone, of course." Dr. Brandt's voice rose to a shriek. 
"But he wants five thousand." 

Chris whistled through Jier teeth. "What's he got? 
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Neptune's triton?" For five thousand, Chris thought, 
that's the least we should expect 

"Humpf," sniffed Dr. Brandt. "I wouldn't give him 
five thousand if he'd found Atlantis. I told him we 
couldn't go over five hundred. Hell take it," he said 
smugly. 

"Okay," Chris said. Ill see him this afternoon. Same 
place?" 

"Yes." 

"Right. Ill get in touch with you later." Chris banged 
down the receiver and stood up. She started toward the 
bathroom. "Just coffee, Dizz. I'm in a hurry." 

Dizz sat looking after her in amazement. "So I see," 
she commented. "But you're not leaving here with a 
hangover and an empty stomach." 

"Who's got a hangover?" Chris said from the bath- 
room. "I feel wonderful." 

"Well, I've got one if you haven't," Dizz answered, 
following her into the room. She put down the lid on 
the toilet and sat down. 

Chris turned on the hot water in the tub and flipped 
the handle on the stopper to "Closed". Then she turned 
to the sink, took a pink toothbrush from the cup holder 
and squeezed out a long strip of tooth paste. She 
brushed vigorously and rinsed her mouth. 

"Well?" Dizz said. 

Chris turned off the water and stuck an 'inquiring 
toe into the tub. She added a dash of cold. Without 
pausing to answer Dizz, she climbed in and began to 
work up a lather. 

"Well?" Dizz said again. 

"Well what?" Chris said. 

"Don't be difficult. Who is Max?" 

"Max is a man," Chris said. 
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Dizz clucked irritably. "Look, child, you never got 
this excited over a man in your life. Who is Max?" 

Chris laughed. "Wash my back, will you?" 

Dizz came and leaned over the tub. She took the 
wash cloth and the soap and gave the broad back a 
good scrub. Then she stood up. 

"Well?" she said. 

"Well what?" Chris answered. 

"Oh, go to hell!" Dizz said and stalked out, slamming 
the door behind her. 

Chris grinned and fished for the soap. She lathered 
the cloth and briskly scrubbed one long leg, then the 
other. 

She got a secret pleasure out of deviling Dizz that 
way. She knew it was mostly a sadistic urge, a desire 
to get even. For last night and for all the other nights, 
she had to hit back. 

Chris frowned. Even in her frustration she knew it 
was not right to blame. Dizz. God knows, Dizz isn't 
happy about it, Chris thought. The way she lies there, 
in an agony too thick for me to penetrate. A million 
miles away from me and from anyone who would try 
to help her. 

Well, she sighed, not much I can do about that. Ex- 
cept live with it. And love her and want her and never 
really have her. 

Chris opened the drain and stepped out of the tub. 
She picked up a towel and began to dry. She had put 
away her problem with Dizz and turned her thoughts 
to Max. 

I hope it's something big, she thought. Something 
that'll get me away from a typewriter for a while and 
back into the sea. 

By the time she had dried herself and combed her 



60 CHRIS 

hair, Chris was full of hope. Hope for a chance to get 
away for awhile, from Dizz and from George and from 
Carol and from herself, and back to the stillness and 
peace of the underwater world. 

When Chris reached the kitchen, dressed and ready 
to go, Dizz had just finished scrambling eggs with ba- 
con. She carried two plates from the stove to the table. 
"Sit down," she said. 

Chris sat. "What's eating you?" she grinned. 

"You make me so damned mad sometimes. What's so 
mysterious about a bunch of stinking sea shells?" Dizz 
was furious and f umin g 

"Who said anything about sea shells?" Chris picked 
up a fork and went at the eggs hungrily. 

"Shut up. Just shut upl" 

Chris finished her eggs and bacon and opened a fresh 
pack of cigarettes. She took one out and lit it. "Now, 
slavey, if you'll bring me some coffee," she paused and 
winked at Dizz, "I'll tell you about Max." 

Dizz put a cup of coffee in front of Chris and set 
the pot in the center of the table. "So tell me," she said. 

"Well," Chris said, reaching for the sugar, "his name 
is Max Petersen. Fifteen years ago he was the world's 
leading marine biologist. Now he's sort of a sea-going 
hobo." She paused to take a sip of the coffee. 

"What happened?" 

"He got married," Chris went on. "Six months later 
his wife had a miscarriage and died. It nearly finished 
him. He hit the skids, started drinking. For a couple 
of years he just sort of leeched off his friends, people 
he'd worked with. Then he went on the bum. For the 
past ten years he's been drifting around on freighters." 

Dizz looked at her blankly. "And what makes this 
sot such a fascination to you and Jonathan?" she asked. 
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"He's not just a sot, Dizz. He's a genius in his field- 
marine biology, that is. And his special charm is that 
he's been responsible for some of the best finds we've 
made. Remember that black pearl I went after a couple 
of years ago?" 

"Of course," Dizz said. "It's the most beautiful thing 
I've ever seen." 

"He told us where to find it. He used to belong to 
the museum. Now he just comes around for money." 
Chris paused thoughtfully. "Though sometimes I think 
he still cares. Anyhow, he hasn't done any diving since 
he took up alcohol. He lost his nerve." 

"And you think he's found another pearl?" 

"He's found something, at any rate," Chris said. 

Dizz got up and carried the dishes to the sink. She 
carefully avoided looking at Chris. 

"Darling, does that mean," Dizz said slowly, "that 
you'll be going diving again?" 

"It could," Chris- said. "In fact, I hope so. I don't get 
much of a charge out of picking up shells on the beach 
anymore." She pushed back her chair and stood up. 
"Why?" 

"Ever since that barracuda tried to make lunch of 
your leg, I've preferred to think of you diving in a 
quiet indoor pool," Dizz said. 

Chris did not answer immediately. She was thinking 
of the scar on her leg and of the year she'd spent hob- 
bling around the house. She had not forgotten the in- 
cident for one day of her life since it happened. It had 
nearly ended her career. And her. 

Chris knew in her heart that she was as anxious as 
Dizz. But for a different reason. She had to find out, 
sooner or later, whether or not she was done for as a 
diver. This could be her chance. 
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"Dizz," Chris said, "look at me." She put her hands 
on the girl's shoulders and turned her around. She gazed 
down at her seriously. "Once you upset a pan of hot 
grease. You burned both hands and both thighs, and 
pretty badly too. Did you stop cooking?" 

Dizz was silent for a long time. Then she said, "Okay, 
teacher. I understand the lesson for today." She looked 
up and smiled. "Just don't come home to me mauled." 

"That's better," Chris said. "Now, I've got to get out 
of here." 

Chris walked into the living room and picked up 
the typed manuscript. "Ill probably be gone all day," 
she said. "I have to deliver this, see Max, and then 
stop at the museum." 

"Call me and I'll have dinner ready when you get 
here." 

"Right." Chris gave Dizz a quick peck on the nose 
and started for the door.* "See you later." 

She left the house and turned right on Fiftieth, then 
right again on First Avenue. She walked rapidly, her 
hands deep in her jacket pockets, the manuscript under 
her arm. She had not worn a coat nor did she carry a 
purse. Her heels were flat. She was in a hurry and 
stripped for action. 

At Fifty-Sixth she made a quick stop at the bank. 
When she came out, she was carrying five hundred 
dollars in twenty-dollar bills. She folded them in a 
neat wad and jammed it into her inside pocket 

Then she hailed a cab. 

"Forty-Sixth and Lex," she said. "Fast." 

Two hours later she emerged from the offices of 
Marine Life irritated and beginning to suffer the first 
pangs of a hangover. She'd been kept waiting while 
Mr. Peale read, waiting while Mr. Peale conferred with 
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Miss Macintosh, waiting while Miss Macintosh talked 
to Mr. Blutt, waiting while Mr. Blutt wrote out a check 
and gave it to Miss Macintosh who gave it to Mr. Peale 
who gave it to Chris. Then she had to wait for the 
elevator. 

She went into a drugstore on the comer. 

"Bromo," she said to the counterman. 

"Bromo it is." 

She swallowed the bubbles quickly, dropped a dime 
on the counter and went back out to the street 

She decided against a cab. Her head was in no con- 
dition. She turned west on Forty-Sixth and walked 
slowly toward Fifth Avenue. 

People hurried all around her, bent on lunch hour 
shopping and business. A fat greasy woman in a yel- 
low coat collided with her and swore at Chris over her 
shoulder. Chris sighed and walked a little faster. 

A bus. She'd take a bus to Washington Square. The 
ride down Fifth was the only one in the city she could 
tolerate on a bus. Maybe if she closed her eyes . . . 

She took a seat at the rear of the bus, next to the 
window. She rested her elbow on the window ledge 
and her head in her hand. The man behind her was 
reading the Times, folded lengthwise Jike you fold it 
hanging on to a strap in the subway. Every time the 
bus stopped, the edge of the paper hit her just below 
the neck. Stop, bump. Stop, bump. 

She counted thirty-eight bumps before the bus rolled 
around Washington Square circle and stopped. The 
thirty-ninth came on schedule. 

Chris walked to the ladies' room in the park She 
got some paper from one of the booths, wet it at 
the sink, and pressed it against her eyes and her fore- 
head. By now her head was not splitting— it had split 
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She took a small bottle of aspirin out of her pocket 
and shook out four. Then she scooped them into her 
mouth. She cupped her hands under the cold water, 
took a long drink and swallowed. 

West on Fourth, south on MacDougal, west on Third, 
south on Sjxth Avenue. Slow, walk slow, walk slow. 

At the junction of Sixth, Bleecker and Carmine she 
went into a luncheonette and sat on a stool at the 
counter. 

"Bromo," she said. 

"Bromo it is." 

She was beginning to feel about half human. It 
wouldn't pay to be shaky around Max. That boy was 
a shrewdie. He was out for money and plenty of it 
You had to be with it to get what you came for. 

She followed up the bromo with a cup of thick black 
coffee. She took her time. She raised a hand and looked 
at it. It was steady. When the rest of her felt the same 
way, she stood up. 

She paid the man and went to the phone booth at 
the back of the shop. She dropped a dime in the slot 
and dialed Max's number. 

After the tenth ring a voice croaked, "Yeah?" 

"Max? This is Chris Hamilton.'' 

"Where are you?" 

"Downstairs." 

"You got money?" 

"Yes, I've got money." 
C mon up. 

Chris hung up the phone and left the store. She 
walked faster now, the headache for the moment for- 
gotten. 
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CHRIS turned left on Bedford and into the entrance 
of an apartment house next to an Italian grocery. White 
Xs on some of the windows marked the building con- 
demned. In the store the fat grocer was exclaiming 
loudly in broken English about how he'd been here 
thirty years. His fat wife singsonged in mawkish chorus. 

Inside was the smell of thirty years of garlic and 
more years of cabbage and grease and no garbage 
cans. The floor was grey with filth and smudged where 
someone had tracked a dog turd down the hall and 
up the stairs. Somebody else or maybe the same some- 
body had puked here long ago. The yellowish mess 
had dried to a crust on the wall and floor. A little boy 
stood among the ruins in grave dignity, relieving him- 
self against the wall 

Chris swallowed hard. Every year it got worse. The 
first time she'd come here it was like being dropped 
into a garbage dump in July. That was eight years 
ago. There were no words anymore. 

She climbed to the fifth floor and stopped at apart- 
ment twenty-one. Of all the dirty doors in the build- 
ing, this was the dirtiest. She knew neither it nor the 
rooms inside had been cleaned in the eight years Max 
had had the place. 

She bumped the door a couple of times with her 
foot The door opened almost immediately. 

Max Petersen was in his early fifties, a six-foot, pot- 
bellied, hairy, ape-like man. He had been handsome 
once, but now the tiny veins beneath his cheeks and 
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around his eyes had broken and he looked like a sick 
purple chimpanzee. At the moment he was wearing a 
pair of filthy black trousers with a broken zipper, an 
undershirt and a thick stubble of beard. 

Max swung open the door and bowed from the waist 
"Chris, good to see you." 

Chris took two steps into the room and stopped. 
Behind Max on the cot was a fat blonde in a brassiere. 
She was clutching the neck of a gin bottle in one hand. 
She was about twenty and had gorgeous green eyes. 

The blonde looked straight back at Chris. She lifted 
the botde and took a long drink. She wiped her mouth 
on the back of her hand. 

"Excuse me," Chris said. 

Max whirled to face the blonde. "For Pete's sake, 
Jennie, get some clothes on," he said savagely. 

Jennie belched out a coarse sound. "What the hell 
for? That big dyke." She laughed nastily. "She's seen 
plenty o' this before." 

"She didn't come here to look at you," Max said. 
"We got business to discuss." 

Jennie got off the couch and came toward Chris, 
swinging the gin bottle. "How about it, handsome? I 
bet you'd rather talk business with me, huh?" 

The smell of gin and sex and perspiration hung over 
the girl like a cloud. It moved with her as she sidled 
across the room. It surrounded the two of them as she 
came up to Chris and rubbed against her. 

Chris flushed deeply. She had been approached by 
women like Jennie before, but never quite like this. 
Never with a straight man for an audience. Certainly 
not when the guy was the woman's lover and no doubt 
paying for her services. 

But she knew she had to be calm about it, not take 
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the damn slut and bat her around like she deserved. 
She had to be polite about it 

Chris put three fingers on each of Jennie's shoulders 
and pushed her gently away. "No, thanks," she said. 

"Big dumb bastard," Jennie said. "Big dumb bastard." 

Max slammed the door behind Chris. He approached 
Jennie. His arm went up and back. The huge hand 
caught Jennie on the side of the head. She screamed 
and dropped the bottle. It smashed and the gin soaked 
into the bare wooden floor. 

Jennie glared at Max with hatred. "Big dumb bas- 
tard," she said. 

Max grabbed her by the shoulders and propelled her 
toward a door at the other end of the apartment 

"Now get out of here," he said. 

Jennie went into the other room and slammed the 
door. "Big dumb bastards," she yelled. 

Max pushed the broken bottle under the sink with 
his foot. It brushed against a paper bag. A plump 
cockroach emerged and scuttled away across the floor. 

"I'm sorry about that, Chris," Max said. "She's not 
very bright." 

"Or very sober," Chris added. "Forget it" 

Max pushed some rags that were probably clothes 
off a chair to the floor. He turned to Chris. "Sit down." 

"Thanks," she said. She sat down without looking at 
the chair. It was easier that way. "Jonathan tells me 
you've got something that might .interest us." 

Max snorted. "What do you mean, might?" 

Max pulled out a second chair and sat down by the 
table. He pulled a bottle toward him. "Drink?" he said. 

"No, thanks," Chris said. "I'm on the wagon as of 
this morning's hangover." 

"Wish I could say the same," he sighed* "It gets you 
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after awhile." He poured some of the syrupy liquid 
into a glass with something on the bottom that looked 
like black coffee. He took a long drink. 

Chris waited for a minute, then said, "So what have 
you got?" 

Max leaned his chin on one hand and looked her 
straight in the eyes. "Ever seen a Glory-of-the-Seas?" 
he asked. 

"Once, in a museum," she said. "There are only a cou- 
ple of dozen of them around." 

"Supposing I told you where you can find hundreds, 
maybe more?" Max said. 

Chris felt an irresistible surge of curiosity. "Well," she 
said cautiously, "I might tell you you're drunk. Nobody's 
seen one alive since 1838. Or do you mean you've found 
the graveyard where all good little Glories went to 
die?" 

"Alive, my dear, alive." 

"Hundreds or more?" Chris said. "Alive? Let's hear 
it, Max." 

Max leaned back against the chair. "Got a cigarette? 

Chris handed him one and held out a match. She 
left the pack on the table. 

"Did you ever hear of a place called Tongariva?" he 
asked. 

"Vaguely," she answered. "I could probably find it 
on a map." 

He took a deep drag on the cigarette. "It's a small 
island in the south Pacific. It makes a triangle like this." 
He traced a triangle in the dust on the table top. "Here's 
Pago Pago, here's Tahiti," he pointed. "And up here at 
the top is Tongariva." 

"I get the picture," Chris said. "So what? You know 
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as well as I do that shell's only been found around the 
Philippines." 

"That's ancient history," Max said. 

"I'm listening." 

"So I'm telling you," he said. "I was working on a 
freighter out of Valparaiso. This is about six months 
back. We hit a storm— it was March tenth, in fact Well, 
anyhow, we got blown off course and the damned boiler 
blew up. We had to pull into Tongariva to make repairs." 

He stopped to fill the glass again. "Still interested?" 

"Go on, Max," Chris said. 

"Well, the island itself didn't amount to much. But 
we had some of the natives helping us on the ship for 
a couple of days. One of them had this shell on a cord 
around his neck. Like a hunk of jewelry. I thought it 
was a Glory, but I couldn't believe it till I got him to 
take it off and let me have a look at it" 

Chris picked up the pack of matches and began turn- 
ing it over slowly in her fingers. She was no longer look- 
ing at Max. In the back of her mind she was already 
calculating how best to present this to Jonathan. 

"Sure as hell," Max said, "there it was. You should 
have seen it Chris." His eyes mellowed. "A big one, at 
least five inches. A pink pearly Up, perfect smooth. And 
deep brown flecks and tan, with a rich warm gold." He 
was silent for a minute. ."I've seen three in my time," 
he went on, "but this was the most beautifuL" 

"You're sure, Max?" Chris said. 

"Damn it of course I'm sure. I knew this business 
before you were bom, kid," he said angrily, "and don't 
you forget it" 

"Okay, okay. Take it easy." 

He took another drink. 
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Chris stirred restlessly in her chair and shifted her 
feet She wanted him to go on. 

Max burped and then continued., 1 could make a 
little talk-talk with the natives. This one had picked 
up some pidgin English at Tahiti, so between us we 
managed. He told me that in a kind of lagoon off the 
southwest of the island were lots of these beautiful 
creatures. He said, Hull lot, like stars in sky!'" 

"You just saw the one?" Chris asked. 

"Yeah, sure. But this guy had nothing to gain by 
lying to me, after all," Max said. "He's not up on the 
par value of shells.'' 

That sounded reasonable. "Go on," Chris said. 

"There's not much more," he said. "Except that I 
went for a look at this lagoon. It's there, all right. I 
cruised the shore. Kicked up sand and looked under 
rocks. I didn't find any of the shells." 

"But you didn't do any diving?" Chris said. She took 
a cigarette from the pack and lit it She saw that her 
fingers were trembling and she knew she was more 
excited than she wanted Max to realize. 

"No." 

"So, in other words, if I go chasing off to Tongariva, 
it's possible that the only Glory 111 see is hanging 
around a native's neck on a cord." 

"You don't believe that Chris. Any more than I do," 
Max said. He wiped his nose on the back of his arm. 
"It's not very likely this native picked up the only 
Glory in the whole damned Pacific." 

"I'm the cautious type." 

"Look, according to this native, he found these things 
in the lagoon when he was out diving for oysters. He 
picked one up because it was pretty." He spread his 
hands. "They like trinkets and beads and stuff. You 
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know. And if the animals were fit to eat, every native 
on the island would have a string of those shells around 
his neck. But they use other things, mostly cones, from 
snails they can eat I don't have to tell you they don't 
have museums out there." 

Chris smiled. She was inclined to agree with Max, 
as usuaL He'd never been wrong yet "Okay," she said, 
I'll buy that What can you tell me about the lagoon?" 

Max nodded. 1 checked on that As far as I could 
find out it's pretty good for diving. A lot of coral and 
rock, but you're used to that It's cut off from the open 
sea by a reef, so there's not much chance you'll run 
into anything dangerous." 

Chris dropped the cigarette onto the floor and ground 
it out with her toe. There wasn't an ashtray in the place. 

"It sounds okay," she said. 

She stood up. She reached into her inside pocket 
and took out the wad of bills. She dropped it on the 
table. 

"Five hundred," she said, 

"You ought to be able to do better than that" Max said. 

She shook her head "Nothing doing," she said. "Brandt 
told you what we'd pay." 

Chris heard the door open at the other end of the 
room and looked toward it. Jennie came out and stood, 
leaning against the jamb. She had added a pair of black 
lace panties to her costume. 

Max folded his hand over the wad of bills and moved 
it to his pants' pocket "Get the bell outta here," he said 
to the girl. 

"Oh, shut up. Who needs you?" Jennie said She was 
sober now, and nasty. She kept looking at Chris, her 
eyes slowly and appreciatively sizing her up. She closed 
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one eye in an elaborate wink. She stood waiting for a 
reaction. 

Chris wanted to turn and run away from the stench 
of Jennie, away from this filthy apartment and this 
degraded man. 

Chris turned to look at Max. "Thanks," she said "See 
you in about a year, I guess." 

"Yeah," Max said He got up from the chair and started 
toward the door. 

"Leavin' so soon, big boy?" Jennie said to Chris. "Wait 
a minute and 111 go with you." 

Chris felt her ears go hot. She knew they would be 
blazing red. She did not turn around! 

Max stood facing the two of them, a malicious smirk 
in his bleary eyes. He watched Jennie undulate across 
the room to stand behind Chris. 

Chris went rigid as Jennie's arms crept around her 
from behind. She felt the forehead against her back, 
the breasts, the thighs. Jennie's hands started at Chris' 
shoulders and began to trace down the outline of her 
body. 

"I can show you a good time, big boy," the girl said 
in a throaty whisper. 

Chris felt the cloud of gin and stench surrounding 
her. She gagged with revulsion deep inside herself. She 
reached up and grabbed the girl by the wrists and 
leaned forward sharply to propel the body away from 
her. 

"Bastard," Jennie snarled 

Chris walked to the door, then stopped and turned 
to look at the girL She grinned broadly. "Big dumb bas- 
tard," she said 

Max opened the door. "So long, Chris," he said 

"Right," Chris said She went out through the door- 
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way and heard a slam behind her. Then a slap. Then 
a scream. 

Chris smiled to herself and shook her head sadly. It 
pained her to think that a guy like Max could get so 
fouled up on whiskey and women. 

But she couldn't be bothered with philosophy. She 
had work to do. Jonathan was waiting to hear from her. 
And he'd take a lot of convincing. 



BY the time she reached the street, Chris had already 
figured out most of the twenty questions Jonathan would 
ask her. And for most of them she had answers. But 
there were a couple of details she knew she'd better 
check on. 

For all she knew Max might have invented the whole 
thing. He might never have seen Tongariva except on 
a map. She had nothing to go on except the story he'd 
told her. And Jonathan, before he doled out the mu- 
seum's cash for an expedition, would want more than 
that 

Not that she didn't trust Max. She did, or at least 
she almost did. Max had an uncanny way of hitting 
on things like the black pearl and the Glory-of-the-Seas, 
born out of a combination of curiosity and greed. As 
long as the curiosity remained the stronger, Chris could 
depend on Max and expect to find whatever he sent her 
after. But for years now she'd been waiting for him to 
slip, to invent something plausibly fantastic for the sake 
of a fast buck. 

At the corner Chris picked up a late edition and 
dropped a nickel on the pile of papers. She walked 
rapidly back to the luncheonette and went inside. She 
took a seat at the counter. 

"Coffee," she said. 

"Reglar?" 

"Yes." 

She leafed through the paper from the back, then 
folded it open at the shipping news. She checked quickly 

74 



CHRIS 75 

down the list Only one South American freighter had 
made port this morning. The Bolivar. Now all she had 
to do was find a sailor who had been on board. 

Chris swallowed the coffee in three gulps and went 
back out to the street She tossed the paper into a trash 
basket and hailed a cab. 

Ten minutes later the cab stopped on South Street 
in front of the Seamen's Home. Chris got out and hur- 
ried under the figurehead of Sir Galahad and inside. 
Emery Turtle was at the desk. He had helped her often 
before; had found her an assistant diver for the Tortugas 
deal. 

"Good afternoon, Miss Hamilton," Emery said. 

"Hello, Emery," Chris answered. She put her elbows 
on the desk and leaned across, speaking quietly. "Emery," 
she said, "I need some help for a change. I want to 
talk to somebody who shipped in on the Bolivar this 
morning." • 

The Bolivar? Let me see now." Emery pulled out a 
heavy black book from the shelf under the desk. He 
opened it near the middle and ran a stubby finger down 
the list of names. He looked up at Chris. "Yes," he 
said. "We have a man here named, he says, Davy 
Jones." Emery made a face that indicated he had at 
least one Davy Jones around all the time. 

"Can you get him down here?" Chris asked. 

Emery closed the book and slid it back on the shelf. 
Take a seat in there," he said pointing to a sitting 
room off the lobby. Til see what I can do." 

Chris turned away from the desk and walked into 
the lounge. It was empty except for a long-legged young 
merchant marine who sat at a table in the comer labo- 
riously writing a letter. 

Chris sat down in a huge leather arm chair and took 



78 CHRIS 

out a cigarette. She leaned back and relaxed, sending 
a stream of smoke toward the ceiling. 

For a minute she watched the young sailor nibble 
dolefully on the end of a wooden pen. Then her eyes 
moved upward to the shelf over his head and the model 
of a whaler under full sail. It was so perfectly done 
that she could see the belaying pin in the minute hand 
of a minute gob. 

She heard the sound of heavy footsteps in the halL 
She looked expectantly toward the doorway. 

A giant of a man in a dirty T-shirt and bell-bottomed 
dungarees entered the room, paused for a moment at 
the door, then walked toward Chris. A tattoo of a naked 
woman with a snake wrapped around her neck peeked 
demurely through the thick black hair on one arm, like 
a mermaid playing it coy behind a lattice of sea weed. 

He stopped in front of Chris and stood towering 
over her. "Lookin' for me?" he said. She could hear 
the roar of the sea in his big booming voice. 

"You're Davy Jones?" 

"Yeah." 

1 understand you shipped on the Bolivar," Chris 
said. 

"Yeah," he said 

I'd like to ask you a couple of questions," Chris 
said. 

Davy gave a short nod. He sat down in a straight- 
backed chair facing Chris. The chair was too dainty 
for his bulk. He shifted uncomfortably, then spread bis 
knees and leaned his hands on them. 

"First off," Chris said, "was a man by the name of 
Max Petersen on board?" 

Davy grinned broadly. "The rummy, you mean," he 
said. "Yeah, he was there." 
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Chris stubbed out the cigarette and looked back at 
Davy. "Fine," she said. '1 hear the ship ran into trouble." 

"Yeah," Davy said. "Blew a boiler. Hell of a mess." 

"And that you put into an island to make repairs," 
Chris continued. 

Davy nodded. "Tongariva," he said. "Stinkin' little 
place with bugs. No Dorothy Lamours, nothin'. Stinkin' 
little place with bugs." He shrugged and spread his 
hands in obvious disgust. 

Chris smiled. She knew exactly how he felt. She'd 
realized on her first trip to the islands that they forgot 
to. put the bugs and the heat and the dysentery in the 
movies. And the closest thing she had seen to a hula 
girl was a saggy old dame with the itch. 

"Did you get down to the lagoon?" Chris said, "Max 
tells me it's a good place for swimming." 

"Swimmin 1" Davy snorted. "What would that rummy 
know about swimmin'? Nah, I never got there. I was 
stoker on the ship, ma'am. I stood over that boiler like 
she was a baby. But I heard some of the other guys 
talkin' about it. Like swimmin' in a bathtub of boilin 
water, they said." 

"Did you happen to hear anything about the shells 
in the lagoon?" Chris asked. 

Davy frowned. "Well, some of the guys were lookin' 
for pearls. Didn't hear of anybody findin' nothin' though." 

"That's all?" 

"Yeah," Davy said. "That's all." 

Chris nodded. "Thanks," she said. 

"For what?" Davy said. 

"You've told me what I wanted to know," Chris said 
She turned and walked toward the door. 

Davy stood looking after her. He shrugged. 
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At the corner Chris stopped another cab and headed 
uptown. 

She knew now that at least a good part of Max's 
story was true. He had been to Tongariva and there 
was a lagoon, whether Max had seen it or not. That 
still didn't tell her whether she would find a Glory 
there, but it was a start. '. < 

Only one thing bothered her now: the shell around 
the native's neck. Chris could think of at least a dozen 
reasons why Max hadn't been able to bring it back. 
But she could think of an even better reason why he 
would risk anything to do so. A perfect Glory-of-the- 
Seas, like the one Max described, would bring up to 
fifteen hundred dollars if one had connections. Max had 
a connection. And if he'd brought that shell back with 
him, Chris wanted to get her hands on it What better 
proof could Jonathan ask for? 

The shabby little shop on Third Avenue looked like 
anything but a thriving business. A crack ran diag- 
onally across the window. It had been taped up a long 
time ago with a promise to be fixed; it never would be. 
Behind the glass thousands of shells, conchs and pan- 
amas and cochinas and cones had been dumped in 
around a giant clam. A heavy layer of dust, apparency 
never disturbed, mantled and mellowed the display. 

Chris opened the door and went in. The tinkle of a 
bell brought a pasty-faced man out of the back room. 
He looked to be the shabby owner of a shabby shop. 
Yet Chris knew this gentleman must be worth a con- 
siderable fortune. He'd been on the shady side of the 
law all his life. He specialized in smuggled pearls, but 
he'd been known on occasion to do some fancy trading 
in valuable shells. 

Chris knew that if Max had brought back the Glory, 
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he would have come here with it first thing, even be- 
fore he got in touch with Jonathan. Jonathan wouldn't 
dream of offering for it what Tritt could raise on the 
closed market. For Tritt dealt not with museums, but 
with private collectors who could afford to pay a scalp- 
er's price for a rare item. 

"Mr. Tritt," Chris said. She turned on a friendly 
smile. She did not like Mr. Tritt 

"What can I do for you, Miss Hamilton?" Mr. Tritt 
took off his glasses and polished them with the hem 
of his coat. 

"I'm not sure," Chris answered. "I'm looking for a 
couple of things you probably haven't got" 

"Oh? Like what?" 

"Well, for one, like a Glory-of-the-Seas," Chris an- 
swered. "Brandt's trying to pick one up for the museum. 
I thought you'd be able to get hold of one, if anybody 
could." 

Mr. Tritt adjusted the spectacles on his nose. "You 
flatter me," he said. "I've never even seen one. And I 
haven't heard of one being up for sale since Chappell 
died." 

Chris picked up a shiny cone shell off the counter 
and turned it over in her fingers. "We'd be willing to 
pay up to twenty-five hundred," she said. 

Mr. Tritt sighed. "I'd be willing to take ft," he said. 
"But I haven't got" 

"And you wouldn't know where to get one?" Chris 
said. 

"No," he answered. 1 wouldn't know where to get 
one." 

Chris put down the shelL "Okay " she said, "But let 
us know if you should hear of anything." 
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Back on the street Chris headed for the nearest candy 
store. 

She'd have to take Tritt's word about the shell She 
didn't dare let him get too suspicious. If he knew Max 
was in town and offered Max enough cash, Max might 
just forget where his loyalties belonged and give Tritt 
the whole story. Tritt wasn't above sending out a diver 
of his own, if he thought he could make a profit The 
way he worked, he'd probably clear a thousand a shell 
and then beat it before anybody got wise. 

It would have made things a lot easier to have gone 
to Jonathan with proof. He wouldn't like the idea of 
sending an expedition on a wild shell chase. But Chris 
knew that, somehow or other, she'd talk Jonathan into 
letting her go. This was a chance too good to miss. 

She dialed "Information'' and got the number of Ma- 
rine Life. Then she put through a call to Mr. Feale and 
negotiated a deal. He agreed to take a series of three 
articles, with photographs in color. Five thousand for 
the lot 

Chris grinned as she hung up the phone. Nothing 
like being mercenary while you're having the time of 
your life. 

And now she'd better get up to the museum. 
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FOR an hour Chris talked without letting Jonathan 
interrupt. She glanced at him occasionally to check his 
reaction. But mostly she let herself be carried away by 
her own excitement, striding the length of the office 
and back again, speaking with her hands and her heart 

When she had finished, Chris stopped pacing and 
came to sit on the edge of Jonathan's desk. She looked 
down at him and said, "And that's the whole story. 
Max didn't see the shells himself. We don't know if 
there's anything to it. But if there is . . ." She spread 
her fingers on her lap. 

"Urn hmm," Jonathan murmured. "We've got a comer 
on the market." His eyes narrowed shrewdly. "Current 
asking price is about a thousand per. Even two or three 
hundred wouldn't bring it down too far. Half maybe." 
He picked up a pencil and did some rapid calculations 
on a scratch pad. He looked pleased with the result 

"Jonathan," Chris said, "please forgive me for sound- 
ing pedantic. But in the interests of science, do you 
think we could afford to keep one for the museum?" 

He looked at her and smiled. "Chris," he said, "you 
misjudge me. I have every intention of keeping the 
finest specimens of anything I can get my hands on for 
this museum. But don't forget," he peered intently, "it 
will take cash to finance this trip and to pay you. I 
can't afford to be too idealistic." 

Chris snorted. "Heaven forbid you should get ideal- 
istic, Jonathan. But I didn't mean to be sarcastic," she 
said hastily. "My only interest in getting those shells 
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is the fact that they are rare and they are beautiful. I 
keep forgetting you're a businessman." 

She knew better than to be too hard on Jonathan. 
He had to clear his every move with the Board. And 
the Board didn't know from sea shells, only from dol- 
lars and cents. The Board didn't care about beautiful 
and rare and prestige. It wanted only that Jonathan 
get the most with the least 

Chris slid off the desk and stood up. "Well, how 
about it?" 

Jonathan brought his hands together pn the desk and 
stared at them thoughtfully. "One more thing," he said. 
"Or rather two. First, why were there no shells washed 
up on the shore?" 

"I've been thinking about that too," Chris admitted: 
The live ones, of course, would be in the water. But 
it's only sensible to presume that some of them die 
off. There should be a couple on shore. But then there's 
the business of the breakwater." She paused to con- 
sider. "It's possible that the tide coming through isn't 
strong enough to drag them in past the coral and the 
rocks. I expect the shells would've settled into crevices 
and pockets. It's not impossible." 

Jonathan nodded, satisfied. "All right," he said. "Now 
this: why only one shell on one native? And why didn't 
Max bring back that shell, since you've proved that he 
didn't?" 

"Well, like Max said to me," Chris answered, "the 
snails aren't edible and the natives are too practical and 
too la2y to bother diving for something they can't eat 
They haven't got supermarkets, you know. Anyhow, it's 
possible some of the other young bucks use them for 
decoration. He didn't take a survey." 

Chris knew that her argument was not very con- 
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vincing and that Max's bloodshot eyes would have 
spotted any Glory on the island. She could only hope 
that Jonathan was intrigued enough, as she was, to take 
a long chance on a little evidence. 
' "Perhaps," Jonathan said dubiously. "But why didn't 
he pick up that one?" 

Chris smiled. 1 see you don't know those islands, 
Jonathan," she said. "Or Max. You don't take anything 
personal, even an adornment, from an islander. He's 
still primitive enough to believe you're going to hex 
him, and savage enough to have no qualms about a 
little thing like murder. There's always a chance you'll 
find a non-believer who'll barter with you. But Max 
rarely has anything more than the shirt on his back." 
She laughed. "When I saw him, he didn't even have 
that" 

"He's got five hundred dollars," Jonathan said. 

That's now." 

Jonathan sighed and leaned back in his chair. 1 can 
see you've made up your mind to go," he said. From 
his tone Chris knew that Jonathan would back her up 
with the Board. 

"Yes," Chris said. "I have." 

"Very well, then." He pulled open the middle drawer 
of the desk and extracted a long black check book "111 
get busy first thing in the morning. You'll work with 
Miss Martin on the details." 

"Fine," Chris said. "May I use your phone?" 

"Of course." 

Chris picked up the phone and dialed home. Dizz 
caught it on the second ring. 

"Hi, Dizz," Chris said. "Good news, darling. I've got 
a job." 

"Oh?" Dizz answered. "Going fishing, dear?" 
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Chris wanted to reach out and slug Dizz when she 
got like that. But she kept her voice steady. 

"Don't be funny," Chris said. "Ill tell you when I 
get home. In about an hour." 

"Well, please be sober when you get here," Dizz 
said. "George will be dropping by this evening." 

Chris wanted to say he should drop dead, but checked 
it. She felt her enthusiasm begin to wane. "Okay," she 
said and cradled the receiver. She frowned and made 
a fist with one hand and hit it lightly against the desk. 

"Anything wrong?" Jonathan asked. He was holding 
a check toward her. 

She took the check, folded it and slid it into her 
pocket with the one from Marine Life. 

She shook a no. "Everything's fine," she said. "Dizz's 
a litde worried about my diving again. It's been almost 
two years." 

"Perhaps she's right to be," Jonathan said. "I wish 
you'd make a few trials before you go off to Tongariva." 

"I might just do that," Chris answered. She started 
toward the doorway. "See you tomorrow." 

"Yes," he said. 

Chris left the office and walked across the long hall- 
way and through the display rooms toward the solarium 
out back. 

She cursed herself silently for having let Jonathan see 
her discomfort with Dizz. Even though he had intro- 
duced them, he had obviously been hoping for years 
that it wouldn't last between them. Not that Dizz would 
give him a rumble— she found the pudgy little gentle- 
man extremely irritating. But simply that nobody else 
should possess her either, since he realized that he 
could not. 

Chris rapped lightly on the side of the arch. 
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Carol turned quickly from the counter. She looked 
at Chris without saying a word, her eyes and her smile 
bright with pleasure. 

"Hi," Chris said. "I didn't have a dime to call, so I 
thought I'd drop by instead." She crossed the room and 
leaned against the counter beside the girL 

"Liar," Carol grinned. "I saw you going into Dr. 
Brandt's office ages ago. I thought you'd gone home by 
now." 

"Without saying hello?" Chris smiled back at her. 
"Don't be ridiculous, darling." She took Carol's hand 
and squeezed it affectionately. 

Carol slid off the stool and crossed to a small table 
in the corner. "Coffee?" she asked. 

"Sure," Chris said. She moved to the stool and sat 
watching Carol. She found herself fascinated by the 
way the thighs moved beneath the skirt. There was 
something intriguingly feline about the movement, some- 
thing smooth and lithe, yet strong. She felt a shiver of 
excitement run up her spine, an urge to reach out and 
touch. 

Easy, girl, Chris told herself. What the devil would 
Jonathan think if he walked in here and found you 
pawing Carol. Not that it matters what Jonathan thinks. 
But what might he tell Dizz? 

Chris folded her hands in her lap and pressed her 
thumbs together hard. She forced her eyes upward and 
away from danger. 

Carol took a glass pot from a two-burner stove. She 
carried it into the lavatory and turned on the tap. In 
a moment she returned with the pot full and set it on 
the burner. 

"I heard through the grapevine that Max Petersen's 
back in town," Carol said. She put two cups on the table, 
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ladled in instant coffee and sugar, lias that got any- 
thing to do with your being here?" 

"Do you know Max?" Chris asked 

"Only by reputation," Carol answered. "He wrote most 
of the textbooks I used at school. Why?" 

"Just curious. He's been out of the business for years." 

Carol lifted the pot off the stove and filled the cups. 
She added a shot of milk to each. Then she carried both 
cups to the desk. 

"Come sit over here," Carol said. 

Chris got off the stool and walked to the desk. She 
pulled forward a straight-backed chair and sat- down. 

"Well, I'm waiting," Carol said. 

Chris took a sip of coffee, then leaned back against the 
chair. "Well, it's a little vague at this point. But Max 
rlai'ms to have found what he calls hundreds of Glory-of- 
the-Seas shells off the coast of a South Pacific island, 
Tongariva. We haven't got anything but his word to go 
on." She paused to reflect on that for a minute, then 
added, "But he's never been known to be wrong, so 
we're taking a chance on it" 

"You're going?" Carol asked. 

"Bight. I wouldn't miss a chance like this if I had to 
finance it myself," Chris said. 

Carol leaned forward excitedly. "Darling, that's wonder- 
ful,'' she said. "I know you must be thrilled." 

What was it Dizz had said? "Going fishing, dear?" Oh, 
my poor darling beloved Dizz, Chris thought Why 
don't you understand? Why do you always have the 
wrong word to say about everything? Always the one 
that hurts? Why? 

To Carol she said simply, "I am." 

"When are you leaving?" Carol asked. 

Chris thoughtfully ran her fingers through her thick 
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black hair. "Brandtll arrange most of the details. I 
expect 111 be able to leave by next weekend. He has, by 
the way, assigned you to help me with the incidentals,'' 
she said. "Well have to^dig up all the info we can on 
this place. Like if there's edible food and water to drink. 
And tides and water temperature this time of year. You 
know, the works." 

"Good," Carol said. "When. do we start?" 

"Tomorrow morning." 

They sat for a few minutes in silence, each taking 
an occasional sip of coffee. 

In the back of her mind Chris was seeing this gorgeous 
little girl in bed, naked and reaching out her arms to be 
loved. It was a sweet picture. Carol who cared and 
wanted her. Not like Dizz. Not like Dizz who could 
knock the excitement and joy and pleasure right out of 
her and leave her alone and frightened. And she knew 
that she needed Carol to care and to want her. Maybe 
not forever like she needed Dizz. But at least for now. 

"Caro™ Chris said, "do you think I could persuade 
you to spend the weekend with me?" She hadn't pre- 
pared the speech. It found words of its own. 

Carol laughed. "What makes you think you have to 
persuade?" she said. 

Chris flushed. "Darling, you shock me," she said. "I 
haven't made any definite plans yet. But there are two 
things I want to do before I take off on this trip." 

"Like what?" 

"Well, for one thing, I would like to do some diving 
before I get to Tongariva. I had a rather bad accident 
a couple of years ago. You've seen the scar on my thigh- 
And I haven't been diving since." She shivered at the 
memory of it and of the horror that gripped her every 
time the memory came back. 
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"Hmm, yes," Carol said. "I remember reading about it 
in the paper when it happened. And what's the second 
thing?" 

Chris leaned forward and looked intently into Carol's 
eyes. "Ill probably be away for a month or more," she 
said seriously. "And before I go, darling, I'd like to get 
to know you a little better. I find," she smiled, "that I'm 
developing a definite weakness for you." It sounded corny, 
she knew. But she couldn't say, 1 love you." It wasn't 
true. And Dizz had taught her never to say, "I need you." 

"Well," Carol said, "thank heaven for that" 

"111 have to see what I can arrange," Chris said. "Dizz 
usually doesn't want anything to do with these jaunts. 
But she might get perverse." She stared thoughtfully at 
the .cup, then lifted it and drank the last few drops. 

It would be just like Dizz to foul up the works, Chris 
thought. But I can't let her do it this time. Carol has 
something I need. And I want it. 

"Where would you like to go, if you can arrange it?" 
Carol asked. 

Chris rose and stood looking down at CaroL 1 think," 
she said, "the Inlet would be a good place." 

"You'll freeze." 

"Nope. I've got one of those rubber suits like the frog- 
men wear. I've been swimming off Nova Scotia in it" 
Chris smiled. "Besides, I'd like you to see where I grew 
up." 

"Good," Carol said. Til see you in the morning then?" 

"Right" Chris said. "And if you should happen to see 
me with a cigarette, old girl, please take it away from 
me, will you? I've got to build up a little wind power in 
a hurry." 

Chris started toward the archway, then turned to 
face CaroL "I think well have a lot of fun working out 
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the details on this Tongariva business," she said. "But 
let me warn you right now. I'm a pretty tough boss— a 
pain about little things. After all, a lot depends on the 
information we find out" 
" "Like your life," Carol said quietly. "I know." 

Chris waved goodbye and started for the street door. 

She was elated at the idea of a weekend with Carol. 
She had had one sharp pang of guilt, but she had fast 
talked herself out of it After all, she told herself, it was 
Dizz who sent me out that first time. Its not like I'm 
being unfaithful. It's just that I'm doing the only thing 
I know how to do. The way Dizz told me to do. 

And for the moment Chris almost had herself con- 
vinced that it was her right to have someone who could 
give her the affection Dizz could not Not for one second 
did it occur to her that Carol could ever replace Dizz in 
her life. Simply that her frustrations could find a release 
with her. 

She could wait until tomorrow to start worrying about 
Tongariva. But right now she had to figure a way around 
Dizz for this weekend. 
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DIZZ was in a rage which, apparently, she had been 
working on all day. Not a screaming rage. Dizz never 
screamed. But sullen, silent, and decidedly unfriendly. 

Chris tried for an hour. She told Dizz about Max and 
about the shells and about Jonathan. She talked on 
happily about the importance of the find and her own joy 
at the part she was going to play in making it. She was 
excited and the more she talked, the more excited she 
became. 

And Dizz listened. Or at least seemed to. She had 
nothing to say. There was an expression on her face that 
clearly said she couldn't be less interested. 

Chris saw the expression and she felt her hands grow 
cold and the heart go dead within her. She never ex- 
pected Dizz to take an interest in her work nor to offer 
encouragement. But she could say something. Anything. 
She didn't have to sit there and look at her like she 
wished Chris would just go away. 

Damn it, Chris thought You've been much too sweet 
the past couple of days, my girL And I, wistful fool that 
I am, forgot for a while. I must be getting soft in the 
brain. 

Chris poured herself a second cup of coffee. She sat 
stirring it slowly. She could think of nothing more to 
say. 

"Are you quite finished, Chris?" Dizz said icily. 

Chris did not look up. "Yes," she said, "I'm quite 
finished, Dizz." Her voice was dead. Her enthusiasm over 
the trip, over life, over living, over anything she'd ever 
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been happy about sneaked off into a coiner and died. 

"Then let me get the dishes cleared up," Dizz said. 
"George will be here early." 

Chris picked up the cup of coffee and carried it with 
her to her bedroom. She closed the door quietly and 
went to sit at the desk She pulled out a drawer, propped 
her feet on it and leaned back in the chair. She stared at 
the wall in front of her. She did not see it or anything 
else. 

She wanted desperately to think about Carol, about 
the weekend and Tongariva. She wanted to think about 
anything but Dizz. 

But no matter where she searched in her mind, it was 
always Dizz she found there. Dizz, whom she'd held 
last night and loved. And with whom she had failed. Dizz 
whom she loved and beside whom a career and Carol and 
everything else mattered not at all. She wanted Dizz to 
care, to shout and rage if necessary, but not to sit there, 
bored and annoyed. Not to dismiss her. Not to say, get up 
and go away. I can't stand you. 

Oh, Dizz, her soul cried out, what have I done wrong 
now? 

Or maybe it wasn't she this time. Maybe Dizz'd had 
a spat with Georgie boy. She must have talked to him 
today. That's it It's not me. It's that damned George. 
She doesn't care about me. It's George. 

Sure— she's afraid that George is angry at her and won't 
care about her. She's afraid that he won't want to climb 
into bed with her anymore. 

Well, don't worry, kid. No man in the world ever 
looked at you without getting hot. No man ever looked at 
that body without wanting to climb all over it. GeorgeTl 
take one look at you, and that's it. And you'll probably 
let him. The hell with me. The hell with us. You like 
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George today. You don't want him to be mad at you. 
And If he touches you— 

By the pernicious route of abject self-pity, Chris 
managed swiftly to work herself into a state of complete 
depression. She did not shift her position. She stared 
bleakly in front of her and saw nothing. After a while she 
was not even thinking. She was numb. 

Dimly, from miles away, she heard the buzzer ring 
in the kitchen. Still she did not move. She wanted no 
part of George. She wanted to be alone with her misery, 
did not want George to see the tears at the edge of her 
eyes or know by the quaver in her voice that she had 
given up. She did not want him to realize that she knew 
he could pick Dizz up and run away with her. 

Dizz did not come to call her. She could hear them 
out there, talking and laughing now and then. 

Laughing at me, probably, Chris thought. Poor dear 
fool who gets all excited about a sea shell. Poor dear fooL 
Poor f ooL 

She began to see pictures in her mind. Pictures of 
George taking Dizz in his arms. Kissing her, caressing her. 
Whispering to her and loving her. Dizz— her girl. 

Then other pictures, a whole procession of them. A 
movie, sort of, in technicolor. Not to mention stereo- 
phonic sound. She was stalking George across an island 
jungle, driving him to the sea— driving him into her 
element where she could catch and kill him. And some- 
where, in a secret cave, was Dizz, waiting to be rescued. 
And the tide was coming in and the water rising and 
in ten minutes Dizz would be drowned. She had to 
hurry and . . . 

At the hottest point of the chase, a knock sounded at 
the bedroom door. Chris tumbled back to reality; the 
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hot-blooded hero sat up abruptly. She braced her hands 
against the desk, Jier arms stiff in front of her. 

"Chris," Dizz called. "May I come in?" 

"Of course," Chris answered. 

Dizz opened the door and walked in and across to sit 
on the bed. There was something very deliberate in her 
movements and something very deliberate on her face. 

Chris looked past her to the living room. There was 
no one there. "Where's George?" she said 

"I sent him home," Dizz said. "I told him I had to talk 
to you about something." 

"Oh?" Chris felt her eyebrows rise toward her hairline. 

Dizz propped her elbows on one knee and leaned her 
rhin on her fist. "I don't quite know how to say this, 
Chris," she began. "But I have to find out." 

"Darling, there is no reason why you can't say what- 
ever's on your mind." Chris felt little of the confidence she 
displayed. She had the terrible feeling that Dizz was 
going to tell her something about George and herself, 
something that would leave Chris alone and out of it. 
Maybe they were already having an affair. Maybe Dizz 
wanted to marry him. 

"Well," Dizz said, "Jonathan called back right after 
you left. He wanted to talk to me. You know what an old 
maid he is," she said, a tittle apologetically. 

In a flash of understanding Chris knew what was 
coming— Jonathan was still out to break them up and 
would use any method he could find. No wonder he'd 
been so generous with Carol's time. Chris braced herself. 

"Anyhow," Dizz went on, "he said, you know, that he 
didn't want to start anything. But he thought I should 
know that you spent yesterday afternoon with his new 
assistant, whom he describes as a gorgeous brunette." 

"So?" Chris said casually. She did not feel casual. The 
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hair on her scalp prickled and the palms of her hands 
were suddenly damp. 

Dizz hesitated. "I wouldn't have given it a second 
thought," she said "Except that you got home pretty late 
last night, plastered and ashamed of yourself." 

Chris waited, sitting very still. 

"Darling," Dizz said slowly, *1 know you're not always 
happy with me. I knew it last night I felt you crying. I 
have a fairly good idea of what you do on weekends. I 
can't really blame you. And I can accept it." She looked 
down at the floor. "But the idea of you getting serious 
about someone else just never occurred to me before. I 
don't like it" 

Chris felt the tension relax and she settled more com- 
fortably into the chair. She wouldn't know what to do 
if Dizz wanted to leave her. But if all that bothered 
Dizz was that Chris might be taking off, well . . . 

Chris' hearty laugh betokened infinite relief. Is that 
all that's eating you?" she said. 

"Isn't it enough?" Dizz said with annoyance. She was 
not taking the situation lightly. 

"Look," Chris said seriously, "let me set you straight 
about something. I'm in love with you, Dizz. Four years 
more so than the night I met you. I still flip every time 
I look at you. Nobody, but nobody does to me what you 
do. And don't forget it." She said it with all the sincerity 
in her and she knew that it was so. 

Dizz looked at her sharply. "And what does this Carol 
Martin do for you?" 

Chris was silent for a long minute. Then she said, 
"Let me put it to you this way. Carol is a marine biologist 
She understands when I get elated over a sea shelL 
That's the only thing she's got over you." 

Dizz cocked her head on one side and thought it over 
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carefully. She gave no indication of understanding or of 
belief. 

"Will you be seeing a lot of her?" Dizz said. 

Ill be working with her pretty closely until I leave 
for Tongariva," Chris answered. 

"Is she going with you?" 

"Of course not," Chris said. She was getting irritable. 
Not because Dizz did not believe her so much as the fact 
that she would not let it drop. Dizz would believe what- 
ever she wanted to, regardless of the truth. But Chris, 
with a sense of guilt teasing her, could think of no words 
to make Dizz be still. 

Dizz sat still, frowning to herself. "Chris," she said, not 
looking at her, "do you love this girl?" 

Chris thought it over carefully. She did not want to 
lie to Dizz. Dizz would know if she did. At the momeat 
she could safely say that she was not in love with Carol 
Just deeply fond of her. But, despite what she believed 
to be her undying love for Dizz, Chris could not promise 
that her feelings for Carol would not grow beyond 
fondness. 

For Chris was wise enough to know that it was possible 
for her to love them both and at the same time. One of 
them desperately and without hope, the other construc- 
tively and with shared enjoyment. She did not care to 
contemplate what would happen if the time came for her 
to make a choice. For the moment she was not ready 
to part with either. Carol, because she offered tenderness 
and affection and understanding. And Dizz— well, just 
because she was Dizz. 

She decided to take an indirect tack. 

"Dizz," she said, "do you know that while yon were 
out there with George, I was sitting in here driving myself 
mad? I was sick with jealousy and fear. And when you 
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came in, I thought you were going to say you're eloping 
with him or something." It hurt her to admit it, to let 
Dizz see behind it. But she could think of no other way 
out 

Dizz laughed as heartily as Chris had a few minutes 
before. "You ninny," she said. "George is just a friend. I 
enjoy him, that's all." 

Chris grinned. "See what I mean?" 

"What?" Dizz said, looking puzzled. Then the face 
relaxed. "Oh," she said. 

Chris got off the chair and squatted down before Dizz. 
She took both the girl's hands in her own. "Honey," she 
said, "I'm repeating myself, but I love you. You're a part 
of me, like my hair or an arm. I wouldn't be complete 
without either. Or without you." She kissed the curled 
fingers. "And if you ever hear me cry, it's not because you 
don't make me happy. It's because I haven't done die 
same for you." 

They were quiet together for a long time, with their 
hands clinging. Chris saw in Dizz's eyes something close 
to tenderness. It had been many heartaches ago since 
Dizz had looked at her like that. And many tears. 

Finally Dizz said, "You won't leave me?"' 

Chris sighed. "No," she said. "I won't leave you." And 
if I could believe that you would keep that glow, she 
thought, I would never even look at any one else. 

Dizz stood up. With a finger she tousled Chris' hair. 
"Shall we drink to that?" she said. "I could use one." 

"Sure," Chris answered. Ill take coffee, though. No 
more alcohol or cigarettes till I get back from Tongariva.'* 

Dizz fixed herself a drink and got coffee for Chris. She 
came back to the bedroom and put both drinks on the 
desk. She sat down on the chair. 

Chris had sprawled out on the bed and lay with her 
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hands linked behind her head. She was relaxed now, the 
pieces of her world all back in place. She was ready to 
believe they could go on together forever, as they had 
always gone on, and that nothing could interfere. 

"How long will you be gone?" Dizz asked. 

"A month. Maybe more." 

"Chris," Dizz said, "tell me honestly. Will this be a 
dangerous job? I can't help remembering the last one." 

"I thought we settled all that this morning," Chris 
smiled. "It could be, of course. Any diving job could be. 
I prefer to consider the cheerier aspects." 

"I know," Dizz said. "But how do you think I feel, 
sitting here for a month? Not knowing whether you'll 
be coming home in one piece or ten— or none." 

Chris nodded. "You're right," she said. "You can always 
come along, you know." 

"This may be the shock of your life, my dear, but I 
have every intention of doing just that," Dizz said tri- 
umphantly. 

"Do you mean that?" Chris said, afraid to believe it 

"I do," she replied. "No gorgeous brunette is going to 
know more about this trip than I dol" 

"Ouch," Chris said. "I thought you were afraid I'd 
drown." 

Dizz picked up her glass and drained it in three long 
swallows. "I believe in killing two birds with every stone," 
she said. 

At the mention of the gorgeous brunette, Chris re- 
membered her proposal to Carol. Somehow it all seemed 
very far away and just not very vital. Dizz was going 
to Tongariva with her. The first time since that trip to 
Nova Scotia. Maybe, alone and away from the city, they 
could get a new start together, work out some of their 
mutual disappointments. If it could be again like it was 
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that first night, the hell with sea shells. And with CaroL 

But she had promised. And she knew Carol loved her. 
And she needed the trip anywayi And . . . And if she 
didn't go, Chris told herself, she might spend the rest 
of her life wondering about what she could have had 
with CaroL Learning to resent Dizz, even to hate her, 
when she climbed into her solitary bed and slept her 
lonely sleep. Wondering till the day she died if it 
wouldn't have worked out better with Carol. 

Chris remembered painfully the hideous result of 
last night's attempt with Dizz. And the bitterness she 
held in her heart And the softness and the sweetness of 
CaroL She knew she had to find out 

"Honey," Chris said, "I thought I'd take a trip down 
to the Inlet this weekend while you're off seeing your 
family. I want to see if I still know how to swim.'* 

"Will you need any help?" Dizz asked. 

"Not really. It would be fun to have you along. But it's 
probably the last chance you'll have to get home for 
awhile." Oh, Chris, she thought you're such a shrewdie. 

"That's right. I hadn't thought of that" Dizz admitted. 
"I guess I can trust you for a weekend. How are you 
going?" 

"I thought I'd rent a car," Chris said. "That's the 
easiest way." 

I'll ask George if you can borrow his. I don't think 
he'd mind," Dizz said. 

Chris did not protest Things were confused enough 
without adding to it 

"Well, I'm going to bed," Dizz said, getting up and 
starting for the door. "We didn't get much sleep last 
night." 

Chris blew her a loss. "Good night" she said. 

Dizz paused just outside the door. "Chris," she said, 
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tiie old ice creeping back into her voice. "I didn't mean 
to get sloppily sentimental awhile ago. I've always told 
you that you were free to leave at any time." 

"Forget it," Chris said. She knew the disappointment 
was audible. She had enjoyed the moment's delusion of 
foreverness. But Dizz didn't know the word. 

Chris got up from the bed and picked up the cup of 
coffee. It was cold. She put it down. 

Somehow, she thought, it would straighten out She 
could work something out with Carol. And Dizz. It 
would have to be all right with Dizz. She needed Dizz 
more than she would ever need anything else. ' 
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CHRIS walked through the archway and into the 
solarium. She snapped on the lamp hanging on a cord 
above the desk and threw her jacket over the back of a 
chair. 

It was just before nine, Saturday morning. Carol had 
not yet arrived. Considering the fact that they had been 
working fourteen hours a day, Chris was not surprised. 
She'd had trouble waking up herself. 

She sat down at her desk and pulled, over a thick 
folder of notes. Inside she found the checklist of data to 
be gathered. She read carefully through the list, checking 
off each item already covered. Everything was in order. 

In three days she and Carol and the public library 
had amassed enough information to write a guide book 
to Tongariva and the Pacific islands in general. On 
Monday morning Jonathan would be expecting their 
report. He had taken care of the sea plane and diving 
equipment and clearance for the expedition. He'd spent 
a lot of money and he wasn't especially happy about it 
Chris knew that her end of the deal had to be perfect. 

Chris was satisfied that she and Carol had done a 
superior job. And glad there was little left to be done 
today. She was tired to death. 

Not only had she been working hard. She had been 
under an emotional strain that kept her from sleep when 
she finally crawled into bed. 

Carol had proved to be little short of perfection as a 
co-worker. They had exchanged few words during the 
long hours, and then their talk was strictly business. Both 
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had been completely absorbed in the job at hand. Yet 
just when Chris found her head throbbing and her back 
beginning to ache, Carol was there, with coffee and 
sandwiches and a smile. 

Dizz had proved to be decidedly less cooperative. It 
was something beyond the usual chameleon moodiness. 
Chris had long since grown accustomed to the flickering 
warmth that changed abruptly back to the more usual 
chill of boredom and disinterest. But during these past 
three nights had been added a subtle flavoring of disgust 
and contempt that Chris had not known before. 

Dizz did not believe that Chris was working until 
midnight She hadn't said that in so many words— she 
wouldn't— but there was no warm supper when Chris got 
home; there wasn't even much pretense at civility. Dizz 
simply sat there on the couch, cold and serene, watching 
Chris, smoking, not saying a word. She had not been 
drinking. She was, indeed, sternly sober. And watching. 

She was not listening when Chris spoke to her. She 
was not talking. And the one time Chris had made a 
move to kiss her, she had turned away in revulsion. 

Alone and miserable in her bed, Chris had stared 
blankly at the ceiling until dawn came, until the alarm 
rang. And when she dared think at all, it was simply to 
pray that she could hold Dizz until they got away 
together. She dared not think that she could not win 
Dizz back. 

And somehow it had gotten to be Saturday. In a half 
dozen hours she and Carol would be on their way to 
the Inlet in George's car. Dizz would bring the car 
around and leave her the keys. Not that she had said so 
—she had left a note on the kitchen table. 

Chris heard the door close way out front and looked up, 
waiting for Carol to come into the room. 
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"Hi," Carol said, hurrying in and dropping her purse 
and gloves on the desk. "I didn't hear the alarm." She 
smiled at Chris and blew her a kiss. 

"I gather," Chris said. "But I won't scold you." 

Carol went quickly to the little burner and busied her- 
self with making coffee. 

"I haven't had breakfast yet," Carol said. "Have you?" 

"No," Chris admitted. "Ill treat you to a big spread 
on the way down." She sighed and turned away from 
Carol. She did not want the girl to see the weariness and 
the strain. 

"Honey, is anything wrong? You sound awful," Carol 
said. She was looking at Chris with genuine concern. 

"Of course not," Chris said harshly. 

"Well, excuse me, lady," Carol mocked. "I didn't 
mean to step on your corns." 

Chris got up from the chair and crossed to stand and 
stare out the windows. It looked so peaceful out there 
in the tiny yard— the cold red bricks and the bare bleak 
maple, an old barrel and three paint cans with pink and 
yellow drippings. Nothing moving. No people. No 
women. No noise. Quiet, like at the bottom of the sea. 
It would be good to feel it again, the serenity and the 
peace of that quiet world. 

Carol carried two cups to 'the desk and set them down. 
"Coffee," she said. 

Chris drew a deep breath and straightened her sagging 
shoulders. She stepped over to the desk but did not sit 
down. "Carol," she said, "how do you feel about Dizz?" 

"Frankly?" 

"Frankly." 

"From what I can gather that she's done to you, I 
could very easily despise her," Carol said. "But I accept 
her, like sort of a necessary eviL Because, though it 
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kills me to admit it, I'm afraid she's got you pretty well 
hooked. Why did you ask?" 

"You'll meet her today. She's bringing the car around." 
Chris frowned. "What makes you think she's got me so 
well hooked?" She felt hooked. But she didn't like the 
idea that Carol knew it 

Carol laughed. "Are you kidding?" she said. "But 
seriously, darling. Just the way you look in the morning, 
before you get down to work The sadness and the 
misery. But I can't feel too sorry for you. If you didn't 
like it, you would have done something about it long 
before this." 

Chris did not answer for several minutes. "It sounds 
lousy," she said. She knew what Carol said was true, but 
it hurt to admit it. 

"Can you deny it?" 

"I don't want to think about it," Chris answered. 
"We've got work to do." 

For three hours they worked. It was just a matter of 
getting the data in order and adding a couple of maps. 
There was nothing missing, absolutely nothing. They 
knew everything about that island. Except— 

"Well," Chris said, "all we need now is a pile of 
Glories." 

She dropped the folder on the desk and turned to 
beam at Carol. "Thanks, kid. You've done a good job." 

"Thank you, darling," Carol said. "It's been my 
pleasure." 

In her enthusiasm Chris stepped forward and put her 
hands under Carol's elbows and lifted the girl high into 
the air. She pulled her close and kissed her quickly on 
the lips. 

From the doorway an amused voice solemnly breathed, 
"Weill" 
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Chris very gently lowered Carol's feet to the floor. 
Both turned in the direction of the voice. 

"I do hope I'm not intruding," Dizz said. She was 
smirking broadly. 

"Of course not," Chris said. "Come on in. Dizz, this is 
Carol Martin." She nodded toward Carol. "Carol, Sheila 
Dizendorf." 

Dizz stood aloof, calmly observing Chris' discomfort 
In a powder blue suit and short coat to match, her hair 
blown soft by a brisk wind and her cheeks flushed pink, 
Dizz had never been more beautiful, nor more perfectly 
composed She was, as always, master of the situation. 

Carol was the first to move. She appeared completely 
relaxed and she smiled warmly at Dizz, waving her to 
a chair. Chris knew it was all a surface calm, but she 
approved. Dizz had a way of making her fizzle and die 
out She felt something close to admiration for Carol 
for keeping her poise. 

"Sit down," Carol said. "I was just going to fix some 
coffee." 

Dizz crossed to a chair and sat down stiffly. She glared 
at Chris. "Thank you, Miss Martin," she said. 

"Please call me Carol. Though I don't know how 111 
ever remember to say Sheila," Carol said. "Chris mentions 
you a thousand times a day, but it's always Dizz." 

"Yes," Dizz said haughtily. "She has some peculiar 
habits." 

"But I think it's adorable," Carol blurted 

"So I gather," Dizz boomed. 

Chris turned her head quickly to hide the smile. She 
sat down on the stool and swivelled to watch the two 
women. She felt like she was about to see somebody 
tossed to the lions. And she had the uneasy feeling she 
would be the person. 
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Dizz took a key In a leather case from her pocket and 
dropped it on the desk. The cat's parked out front," 
she said to Chris. The black Thunderbird. All your gear's 
in the trunk. George helped me. I packed a basket of 
lunch and the big thermos of coffee." 

Chris nodded. "Good," she said. "Did you bring my 
pea jacket?" 

"Of course." 

Carol put a cup of coffee, a container of sugar and a 
pint of millr on the desk beside Dizz. Then she carried a 
cup over to the counter. 

1 hope I didn't put in too much milk," she said. 

"No," Chris said. "It's fine." 

Dizz raised an amused eyebrow. 

Carol sat down near Dizz. Both of them looked 
straight ahead at Chris. 

Chris shifted uncomfortably on die stool. 

There was a dreadful silence in the room. Then, one by 
one, each found a moment's comfort in a coffee cup. 

"Chris," Dizz said finally, "when shall I expect you 
back?" 

"Monday about noon, I think," Chris said. "I plan 
to drive back at night. And since I have to see Jonathan 
at nine, 111 probably come directly here." 

Chris watched Dizz glance aside at CaroL Carol was 
looking at Chris, smiling fondly. 

"Yes," Dizz said. T see. In that case I think 111 stay 
over at home till Monday morning." 

Chris had the creepy feeling that Dizz did see, all too 
well. She searched for words to set things right 

"And as soon as I get everything set up here, 111 rush 
home," Chris said. "I'm dead tired now and itTl be worse 
by Monday." 
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Dizz remained serene. "You probably won't get much 
sleep," she said. 

Chris ran her long fingers through her hair. She 
wanted to reach out and shake Dizz. To knock that com- 
placent look off her face. Bad enough to have a guilty 
conscience without having to stand that cold, disdainful 
air. 

Carol stood up and picked up the folder. She opened 
the top drawer and slid the folder inside. She closed the 
drawer and turned to face Chris. 

"Well, boss," she said, "if we're through for the day, 
I've got things to do." Her eyes were tender. She looked 
to Chris like somebody who'd just heaved a life line to 
a drowning man. 

If you want to wait a few minutes, 111 drop you off," 
Chris said. 

"No, thanks," Carol answered. "I've got some shopping 
to do downtown." 

Dizz did not move. The look on her face was one of 
frank suspicion. 

Chris helped Carol into her jacket and patted her on 
the shoulder. "See you Monday," she said. 

Carol said her goodbyes and left the two of them 
alone. Neither spoke until the front door had slammed 
behind Carol. 

"She's very attractive," Dizz said. 

"Yes, she is," Chris said. "Is that what made you so 
friendly?" She was angry and she knew Dizz would hear 
it 

Dizz hesitated before she answered. Then she tilted 
her head and smiled that beguiling pussy cat smile. She 
stepped close to Chris and ran her long nails up the back 
of the girl's neck and into her hair. She pulled Chris' face 
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down to her own and playfully traced the tip of Chris' 
nose with hers. 

Chris shivered and pulled Dizz into her arms. She 
pressed her lips into the warm hollow of die girl's throat 
and with her tongue caressed it 

Dizz gasped and moved tight against Chris, their 
thighs hugging. 

"Chris," Dizz whispered hoarsely, "we're in full view of 
the whole world." 

"Uh huh," Chris murmured. "Worried?" She knew it 
could be unpleasant if anyone saw them. But she was 
much too engrossed to care. 

"Yes," Dizz said. "You work here." She moved away 
from Chris. "Ill be waiting for you when you get home." 

"That's a promise?" 

"That's a promise." 

Together they put away coffee cups and closed up the 
office for the weekend. They went out through the display 
rooms and into the hall. 

"Shall I drive you out to Queens?" Chris asked. 

"No, honey," Dizz said. "I'm meeting my brother at 
his place. 111 take a cab." 

"Need any money?" 

Dizz shook her head. "No. I've got plenty," she said. 
"And darling, I'm sorry about CaroL I've been doing some 
off-color thinking lately." 

"You've managed to convey that impression," Chris 
said. "As I said, she's just a friend." 

"That's a promise?" 

Chris laughed. "That's a promise." 

Chris hailed a cab and saw Dizz safely inside. "Monday 
noon," she said. She gave Dizz a kiss and shut the door. 

Dizz turned to wave as Chris ran across in front of a 
bus and leaped for the curb. 
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Two minutes later Chris nosed the car into the line of 
traffic, then turned east toward First Avenue. Somewhere 
in the back of her mind she knew that everything was 
all wrong. She could not believe that they'd really put 
something over on Dizz. Not Dizz. 

By the time she reached Seventy-second Street, Chris 
had already worked up a good case of nerves. This week- 
end with Carol would be a pleasure. But what in the 
name of heaven would she find when she got back home? 
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IT was just before nine when Chris turned off on a 
narrow dirt road and began following it along the edge 
of a small but exquisite lake. On the far side, evergreens 
stretched for miles in either direction and in the broad 
expanse only the asphalt snaking up the hill and over die 
top marred the perfect blanket of blue green. There 
were no sails on the lake now, only a few tiny yachts 
bobbing tiredly at anchor, waiting to be put to bed for 
the winter. And everywhere there was a deep contented 
silence. 

Chris drove into a rectangle of parking lot, empty 
now except for the battered Ford station wagon she 
knew was Johnnie's, and pulled up close to the entrance. 
She leaned over and gently shook Carol's arm. 

"Honey," she said. "We're here." 

Carol smiled sleepily and put her head on Chris' 
shoulder. "Ill be here in a minute," she said. She yawned 
and patted her mouth daintily with three fingers. "Pardon 
me," she said. 

Chris laughed and bent her head to kiss the girl's nose. 

The door on Chris' side of the car jerked violently 
open. "Chris, you old devuV a great voice boomed. "Good 
to see you." 

Chris turned quickly and began pumping a hand. 
"Johnnie," she said happily. "How've you been?" 

Carol looked past Chris to the figure beyond. Except 
for the lights blinking down at the pier, she might easily 
have mistaken it for a big black bear. It was immense, up 
and down and across, and more arms than anything else. 
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Johnnie stooped low and peered into the car at Carol. 
"Hi," he said, then looked at Chris. "What happened to 
the blonde you were living with?" He grinned at Chris. 
There was no malice in Johnnie, Chris knew. Just plain 
honesty and not too much brains. 

"She's at home," Chris answered. "Shut up and make 
yourself useful. There are two bags in the trunk." She 
handed Johnnie the keys. 

Chris got out and opened die door for CaroL 

"Chris," Carol whispered, "what's that?" 

"Johnnie?" Chris laughed. "We grew up together. We 
were the scourge of Sussex County." 

"I can well imagine," Carol said. "Between you, you 
must have ruined half the girls in the state." 

Chris led Carol down a path to what had once been 
a boat house. The better part of the building was set out 
over the water on stilts. Inside there was one huge living 
and dining room, where a fieldstone fireplace threw off 
heat and light, and a small lobby with a flight of wooden 
steps leading to the second floor. 

"Johnnie's father used to build boats here," Chris said. 
"After he died, Johnny turned it into a fishing lodge. Does 
good business during the season." 

Johnnie followed them in and started up the steps with 
the grips. "Cook's got dinner on," he said. "We saved 
you a couple of big lobsters." 

"Fine," Chris said. She followed Carol in to stand by 
the fireplace. 

"This makes me sleepy all over again," Carol said, 
wiggling her fingers- into the warmth. 

Clever fear. Well get to bed as soon as weVe eaten," 
Chris said. She herself was almost asleep on her feet 
And she could not afford to be tired tomorrow. She 
needed all the strength she could muster. 
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In a few minutes Johnnie came to join them. On 
close inspection one realized that the man was well over 
six feet tall and as homely a man as Chris was handsome 
a woman. He had a great mass of fire red hair and shock- 
ingly black eyes that never lost their good-natured smile. 
He looked like fun. 

"Chris, you damn fool, are you going diving this time 
of year?" he said. "I saw the stuff in the trunk." 

"Yes," Chris said. "I've done worse things." 

"Don't brag about it," Johnnie said. "Frankly, the 
water s been pretty rough the past week or so. Been a 
lot of off shore storms." He was obviously concerned. 

"Look, I promise 111 be careful," Chris said. 

"Just in case, kid, we still following the old rules?" 
Johnnie looked at Carol and winked. 

Chris burst out laughing. "That's up to the lady," she 
said. 

"What did he mean?" Carol asked when Johnnie had 
left them to check on dinner. 

"Johnnie used to get all my old girls when we were 
in high school. He never made out too well with that mug 
of his," Chris said. 

"I like him," Carol said. 

Chris nodded. "So do I." 

All through dinner Ghris kept smiling to herself. She 
was remembering fondly the good days when she and big 
Johnnie were kids. Long before they realized that there 
were women in the world. When there were just the two 
of them. Pals. Johnnie had been Chris' hero. They had 
had good times together. 

Like the time they'd run away from home together and 
decided to be hoboes on the beach and live on seaweed 
and fish. They'd built a fire on the sand that night out of 
driftwood and weeds. They'd dug up a dozen clams and 
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put them on hot rocks to bake, and Chris had taken her 
fishing pole and gone down to stand in the surf and cast. 
The next thing she knew, Chris found herself fighting 
the pole and being dragged out to sea. She'd yelled and 
big Johnnie had run and grabbed the pole away from 
her. It was only a small sand shark, but even big Johnnie 
had to fight for twenty minutes to beach him 

And Johnnie hadn't laughed at her; just asked if she 
was okay. It was like Johnnie was her big brother. 

It had always been like that for them. Until they grew 
up a little. Handsome young woman Chris could get the 
girls ugly young man Johnnie wanted. Johnnie couldn't 
get anybody till Chris was finished. And then it wasn't 
big Johnnie anymore— then it was Chris who was boss. 

Chris sighed. It had been fun to have ,a hero. The best 
thing about being a kid. 

Carol let her eat in silence, knowing her thoughts were 
years away. 

Johnnie joined them again after dinner. He was carrying 
a botde of wine and three glasses. 

1 saved this for you, kid, for next time you came. May 
wine," he said. "Nobody ever asks for it but us." He 
poured three glasses. "A toast To a beautiful lady," he 
said, bowing to CaroL 

"I thought you were off alcohol," Carol said W Chris. 

"This is a special occasion," Chris answered. 

"Please go easy on it." 

"Bight," Chris smiled. 

Johnnie got up and went to the radio and turned on 
some soft dance music. 

"May I have the first dance?" Johnnie said to Carol, 
bowing from the waist. He looked like a big buffoon, but 
one you couldn't help but love. 

Carol blushed. "Certainly," she said. 
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Chris sat watching them. She was annoyed and, on two 
glasses of wine, already a little tipsy. She was annoyed 
with Johnnie for dancing with her girl, holding her too 
close and pressing his lips to the top of Carol's head. She 
was annoyed with Carol for enjoying it. And she was 
annoyed with herself for not doing something about it 

For several minutes she held back, knowing Johnnie 
would not dare make a pass at any girl and certainly not 
one who belonged to Chris. But she could not bear the 
way Carol relaxed against Johnnie, the way she was 
dancing with her eyes closed and smiling. She realized it 
meant nothing, no threat to her. But they looked good 
together and it irritated her. 

She got up and went unsteadily to cut in. She put a 
hand heavily on Johnnie's shoulder. "Shove off, mate," she 
said "I'm not dead yet" 

Johnnie released the girL "Sorry, skipper," he said 

Chris took Carol in her arms and stood holding the 
girl tight against her. They swayed to the rhythm. 

"Darling, you didn't have to be so nasty," Carol said 

"Look, you're my girL" Chris said angrily. 

"You're jealous?" 

"So I'm jealous," Chris said. "So what?" 

Carol stepped back and looked at her. "And just how 
do you think I feel about Dizz? Having to he and sneak 
around Do you think I like that?" 

Johnnie sat watching them. 

"Keep your voice down," Chris said. "You'll bring the 
fire engines." Her irritation showed in her tone. She didn't 
like having her private life aired in public. And at the 
moment even Johnnie felt like public. 

Carol touched her hand. "I'm sorry, honey," she said 
softly. "It's just so silly for you to be jealous. You know 
I'm in love with you." 
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Chris pulled the girl close again, "Let's go upstairs," 
she said. "I've got things to say to you." 

Chris settled the bill with Johnnie, in case he wasn't 
up when they took off. She wanted to get started early 
to catch low tide. 

Take my card," Johnnie said to Carol. "You might 
want to come back sometime." 

Chris led Carol upstairs to a large wood-panelled 
room. The ceiling-to-floor windows faced over the lake. 
There was a fire in the grate and the room was warmly 
cozy. The blankets had been turned back on the bed. 

"It's so beautiful," Carol breathed. She was standing 
by the windows gazing out to the lake. 

"Yes, isn't it?" Chris said, coming to stand behind the 
girL 

They stood together looking at the night Chris put 
her arms around Carol's waist and Carol leaned back 
against her. They did not move nor speak for many 
minutes. 

"Honey," Carol said finally, "does Dizz know we're 
together?" 

Chris pulled the girl closer against her. "Why do we 
have to keep talking about Dizz?" she said. "We came 
here to be away from all that for a while." 

"You didn't answer my question," Carol said. 

Chris turned away from the girl and went to sit on 
the edge of the bed. Her jaw was set in anger. "I think 
she guessed," she said. "What difference does it make?" 

"Look," Carol said, coming to stand in front of her. 
"I want to say something to you. After this, 111 never 
mention it again. But please hear me out" 

Chris gave a resigned sigh. "Get it over with." She 
was in no mood for a scene, but too tired to fight it 

"I have to admit that this morning's episode upset 
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me terribly," Carol said. "I had managed somehow to 
forget that Dizz exists as a person. But seeing her this 
morning reminded me with a jolt." She paused. "And 
having to he to cover up for us— well, that wasn't quite 
what I'd had in mind." 

"Nobody asked you to" Chris pointed out to her. 

"I did it to save your face," Carol said sharply. "Oh, 
Chris," her voice softened, "don't you understand? I 
love you with all my heart I want you. But I want to 
have you all to myself. Dizz, even if it doesn't show, 
actually wants the same thing. You've hurt her, even 
if you're too thick to see it" 

Chris wrinkled her forehead. "What do you mean?" 

"You have given her a kind of security these past 
years. Do you think she's happy that she can't give you 
what you need? Don't you realize that she has no real 
basis for security with anyone?" Carol was exasperated. 
"Darling," she said, "I just don't know how to fight some- 
body who has nothing to fight with." 

Chris shook her head sadly. "What, for Pete's sake, 
are you trying to say?" 

"I don't know myself," Carol answered. "I guess I'm 
trying to say that you've got to make peace with your- 
self about Dizz. And soon. If you're going to live with 
her, then you'll have to stop seeing me. She couldn't 
bear the thought of you having a mistress. That would 
make her as good as useless. And I won't tolerate sneak- 
ing around behind her back. I love you too much to 
let you do that because after a while you would come 
to hate me for it. And yourself." 

"What do you want me to do?" Chris asked. 

"Whatever will make you happy," Carol said. "Go 
back to Dizz or come home with me." 

Chris looked at her. "Is that an ultimatum?" she said. 
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Carol hesitated just long enough to make Chris un- 
easy. Then she said, "No. A suggestion." She put her 
hands on Chris' shoulders. "Now, let's forget everything 
but us." 

Chris smiled wanly and realized how sober she was 
again. "Ill try," she said. She reached up and grasped 
Carol by the arms and pulled her on the bed on top 
of her. 

Carol tenderly touched the eyes, the nose, the chin, 
the mouth with her lips. "We've got a big day tomor- 
row, honey," she said. "We'd better get to bed." 

"That's one reason," Chris laughed. 

There was a series of muffled raps at the door. 

"Damn," Chris said. She kissed Carol lightly and 
rolled out from under her. 

Chris opened the door to find Johnnie standing there 
with a pot of coffee and cups on a tray. 

"Thought you might like some coffee, kid," Johnnie 
said. "I know how you are about it." 

"Thanks, Johnnie," Chris said, taking the tray. Tm 
sorry I barked at you awhile ago, mate." 

"Sure, skipper," Johnnie said. 

Chris closed the door with her foot and carried the 
tray to the bedside table. She looked down at CaroL 
She couldn't have been less interested in coffee. 

"I don't want to sound morbid," Chris said. "But if 
anything should go wrong tomorrow, call Johnnie. He 
always knows how to handle trouble." 

"Ill remember that," Carol said. "But if you drown, 
111 never forgive you." 

Chris lay down on the bed and pulled the girl to 
her. "Shut up, will you? If there's anything I can't stand, 
it's a lot of talk." 

They didn't talk again that night 
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IT was shortly after six when Chris turned off the high- 
way just short of the bridge. She pulled up in front of 
a ramshackle building with the legend lunch-bait on 
an equally ramshackle sign above its roof. A trickle of 
smoke lazed upward from a stovepipe at the back. A 
gull perched on the edge of a creel, jabbing its beak 
through the cracks. There was no other sign of life. 

"We can get breakfast here," Chris said. She got out 
and came around to open the door for Carol. "Place 
belongs to Clem Saunders. He used to be a sea captain, 
he says. I think he had a tug or something." 

Carol followed Chris into the shack. They sat down 
at a three-legged table covered with well-worn red and 
white checkered oilcloth. There were three other tables 
in the room and a six-foot counter with stools. 

Chris tilted her chair back and let out a bellow in the 
direction of a curtained doorway. "Clem!" 

Nobody answered. 

"He's probably out catching some bait," Chris said. 

"Well, you have to eat something," Carol said. "Well 
just have to wait." 

"Wait, nothing," Chris said. 

She got up from the chair and went around behind 
the counter. She opened the door of a wooden icebox 
and peered inside. She pulled out four fish patties and 
slapped them on the grilL She added six strips of ba- 
con. She set a half dozen eggs on the counter and 
slammed the ice box door. 

"Scrambled," she said. That's all I know how to fix." 
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She broke the eggs into a bowl, added milk, salt and 
catsup and whipped vigorously. Then she dumped the 
contents of the bowl onto the grill and stirred it with 
a fork. She picked up a spatula and flipped the fish 
cakes, then set the bacon to drain on a paper toweL 

Carol came to join her behind the counter. She set 
out two plates, then carried silver and two mugs of 
coffee to the table. 

Chris slid the fish cakes, bacon and eggs onto the 
plates. 

"You look like an old hand at that," Carol said. 

Chris grinned. "Sure," she said. "Johnnie and I used 
to work here during the summers. It's the only greasy 
spoon in miles." 

Chris set the plates on the table and sat down. 

"You must be handy to have around the house," Carol 
said. 

"Hal" Chris said. "Dizz says I'm a monster. She won't 
let me near the kitchen. I wash dishes backwards, she 
says. I don't even boil water to suit her." She went at 
the food with vigor. 

When they had finished eating Carol looked up at 
Chris coyly and said, "What does she like about you?" 

"Let's not get started on that again," Chris said. The 
last thing she wanted from Carol this morning was an- 
other lecture. 

"All right," Carol said. "But you started it" 

Chris was about to answet when the outside door 
banged open. They both turned quickly to face it 

A five-foot spider of a man in a hat a slicker and 
hip boots stood poised on the steps, a bushel of paper 
shell crabs hefted up to his knee. He was looking at 
Chris and beaming toothlessly. 
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He shoved the basket into the room and trotted across 
the floor. He jabbed out a skinny claw of a hand. 

Chris grabbed the hand and shook it hard, "Clem," 
she said, "you get handsomer every day." 

Clem let out a cackle and slapped Chris heartily on 
the back. Thankee, Chris," he lisped. "Glad to see ye 
made yerself to home." 

"Clem, this is Carol Martin," Chris said, smiling at 
Carol 

Clem lifted his hat, then jammed it back on his head. 
He winked at Chris. "A pretty one, Chris," he said. "A 
right pretty one. You ain't changed a bit, I see." 

Carol laughed. "Thank you, sir," she said sweetly. 

The grizzled face grinned. Clem bowed stiffly, then 
turned to Chris. "You seen Johnnie yet? He's alius askin' 
about ye," he said. 

"Yes. We stayed over there last night," Chris an- 
swered. "I always get in touch with Johnnie when I'm 
down this way. But tell me, Clem— how's the tide run- 
ning frhig morning? I aim to take a swim." 

Clem frowned and clicked his tongue. "Yer a crazy 
ldd, Chris," he said. "Ain't nobody but a damn fool 
would be goin in that water today. Runnin' high the 
past week. Current's wild. Ol* Neptune's been spewin' 
his guts all over the beach. Never seen so much drift- 
wood and stuff." He looked a little frantic about it, like 
it wasn't good for his rheumatism or maybe even his 
souL 

Chris took a gulp of the hot coffee. "I need practice " 
she said. "I've got a big job coming up and I've been 
loafing for the past two years. What can I do?" 

Clem turned and spat a brown stream of tobacco juice 
into the bait basket. He pushed his hat back on his 
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head and scratched where the hair used to be. "Best 
go back to the bay, fer's I can see," he said. 

"Nope," Chris said. "That's like diving for sharks in 
a goldfish bowl. I need to feel the water trying to break 
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me. 

"Chris," Carol said. "Maybe he's right. It might not 
be safe." She put her hand on Chris' arm and looked 
pleadingly into her eyes. 

Chris sighed. She had been counting on Carol to* give 
her moral support, at least to behave as though she 
believed in her. 

"Look," Chris said, "the day I have to do my diving 
in the bay is the day I quit You can stay here with 
Clem if you're scared." 

Carol shrugged. "You're the boss," she said. But her 
eyes said, "Please don't go." 

Chris pushed back her chair and stood up. "Let's go, 
then," she said. She turned to Clem. "What do I owe 
you, old timer?" 

"Looks like I oughta owe you," he said. "You done 
all the work. Let's make it on the house." 

Chris grinned. "Right," she said. "Ill let you know if 
I drown." 

"Ye won't need to do that, youngster," he said. Til 
hear this one," he nodded at Carol, "hollerinV He looked 
at Carol and winked broadly. 

Clem walked with them to the door and stood look- 
ing after them, running his eyes over Carol's trim shape. 
He clucked approval, then turned back to the basket 
of bait 

Chris took Carol by the hand and led her over the 
sand to the bridge. They stood leaning on the railing, 
looking down at the swirling water below. The tide 
was out now, but the water stood high against the 



CHRIS 121 

marker. It was murky black and it looked as if it would 
freeze the hide off a polar bear. 

They crossed back to the car and got in. 

"He's right, you know," Carol said. 
- Chris did not answer. She started the engine, then 
swung back to the highway. She turned left 

"You're going anyhow?" Carol said. 

"Yes," Chris said. "I'm going anyhow. Don't you un- 
derstand? I have to." 

"What are you trying to prove, Chris?" Carol said. 
"Has anyone ever accused you of being a coward?" 

Chris banged her fist against the wheel. That's not 
the point," she said. "I'm scared. Scared as hell. It's me 
I've got to show, not anybody else. I've been diving 
under worse conditions than this. I have to know I still 
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can. 

She knew she could not explain to Carol the demon 
that was driving her on. Ever since Johnnie's words of 
warning, it had been creeping up on her, the fear. But 
every inch of the way she was fighting it, struggling 
desperately to kill the urge to back out and run away. 
It was no longer a simple rational thing, a desire to 
dive just to prove she still could. It had become a need 
that must be met. She knew she would be all right once 
she made this dive. And she knew it would not kill 
her to try. She just had to prove that she had the guts 
to do it 

Chris swerved the Thunderbird onto a hardpacked 
sand trail that ran over the dunes. She stopped at the 
dunes at the head of the beach. 

"There it is," she said. She looked ahead to the vast 
expanse of ocean and at the waves curling up the sand. 
After a long silence, she turned to Carol. "Still scared?" 
she said. 
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Carol laughed. "No," she said. "No little old ocean 
can polish off a blockhead like you." 

Chris smiled. "That's better," she said. It helped, hav- 
ing Carol believe in her. It helped, having somebody 
waiting for you. 

"Honey," Carol said, 

"What?" 

"Hold me a minute," Carol said. 

Chris twisted from behjpd the wheel and took the 
girl in her arms. She pressed Carol's face against her 
neck and squeezed her face against the soft dark hair. 
The smell of perfume rose to her nostrils. Not sexy, like 
Dizz's, but as fresh and tangy as the ocean air. It did 
not drive her wild, like Dizz's. But she felt the stir of 
desire deep within her and she wanted to hold the girl 
and caress her. 

Chris slipped her hand under the girl's coat, over 
her breast, then down to her waist Carol moaned in 
her ear, pulled her face back and turned her lips plead- 
ingly to Chris. 

Chris grabbed Carol and kissed her hungrily, deeply. 
She pressed her body against Carol and they fell to- 
gether against the door of the car. 

"Darling," Carol crooned. "Love me, darling." 

The throaty voice snapped Chris back to conscious- 
ness. She remembered what she was doing here and 
why she must make Carol wait 

"Not now, baby," Chris whispered. Tve got some 
business 'to attend to." 

"I'm sorry, honey," Carol said. "I shouldn't have started 
ft." 

Chris sighed and disentangled herself. "But IT1 see 
you later," she said 

"That I know," Carol said. "I've got the shakes now." 
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Chris opened the door behind Carol and both of 
them got out 

Til drag the gear down to the beach," Chris said. 
"You start gathering driftwood. Ill need a fire when I 
get out" 

"Okay," Carol said. She turned and ran off down the 
beach. 

Chris pulled the key out of the ignition and walked 
back to the trunk. She lifted the lid and propped it 
open. She took out the air tanks and set them on the 
sand. 

Well, Idd, she thought this is it. In a half hour you'll 
be up to thirty feet over your head in sea water, out 
where nobody can see you or hear you or help you. 
What happens then? Do you lose your nerve and just 
stay down there? Or do you take a litde swim and come 
back to shore? 

She shuddered and turned her eyes again to the sea, 
her first and only enduring love. It rolled on, heedless 
of her and the terror inside her. It did not tremble in 
fear of mortal combat 

Slowly she climbed into the scuba suit She carried 
the rest of the equipment down to the edge of the water 
and called to Carol to help her with the air tanks. 

There," Carol said, adjusting a strap and pulling it 
tighter. "You look just like a fish." 

"Let's just hope I swim like one," Chris said "Wish 
me luck." 

"I do, darling. But I don't think you'll need it." 

"Hen. But if I'm not back in fifty minutes," Chris 
said soberly, "drive back to Clem's place and call Johnnie. 
Hell know what to do." 

If I'm not back in fifty minutes, Chris thought neither 
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Johnnie nor anybody else can help me. But it'll do both 
of us good if we can convince ourselves it isn't true. 

"All right, honey. But you wouldn't do that," Carol 
teased. "You owe me something." 

"Right," Chris smiled. "I do." 

Chris kissed Carol tenderly on the lips, then turned 
away. She took a deep breath and said a silent prayer. 
Then she walked toward the waves. 
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LIKE an eerie monster from the murky depths, Chris 
went down to the sea. 

She stopped knee-deep and bent to rinse the face plate 
of her mask in the water. In the rubber suit, the flippers, 
gloves and mask, she was completely covered. The tide 
was on the ebb. Water swirled around her, knocking 
her gently from side to side. But there were no waves 
breaking over her. And here on the shore, it was as 
quiet as a summers mom. There was nothing sinister 
on the face of the ocean, certainly nothing to aggravate 
her fear. 

She turned her eyes toward shore and saw Carol 
standing in the early morning mist, waving to her. Di- 
rectly overhead and far back over the, dunes the gulls 
were mewing and wheeling, searching for scraps. Carol 
had noticed them and for a second terror had shown 
in the lovely dark eyes. For gulls on shore meant one 
thing: rough water at sea. And rough water could play 
havoc with a diver, even one as experienced as Chris. 

Chris raised a hand to Carol, then turned again to 
the ocean. She was about a hundred yards up from 
the mouth of the river. Even in a strong current, that 
was a pretty safe distance from the pilings which jutted 
far out into the deep r marking the mouth of the channel 
and The pathway up the river. She checked her posi- 
tion again and, satisfied, headed north, cutting across 
the current. 

As she waded ahead, Chris had to admit to herself 
that she was afraid. She hadn't felt this way since that 
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first time, so many years ago. Johnnie had been with 
her then and Johnnie had taught her how. He had led 
her down to the sea and taught her to swim with the 
fish. And it hadn't been long before she had left Johnnie 
far behind and headed alone for the deep water. 

And she had done a lot of diving in her day, in places 
nobody else had dared to swim. She had grown con- 
fident and maybe just a little bit cocky. She had for- 
gotten that the sea demands respect even from the 
creatures who roam its depths, and even more so from 
the ones to whom it did not give birth. 

Chris knew, though she'd never said it even to Dizz, 
that her bout with the barracuda was no accident It 
was plain carelessness. She'd been so intent on finding 
a certain relic that she had forgotten to remain alert 
to danger. She had not kept an eye on her partner or 
seen him signal. And the barracuda had struck. If she 
had been alone that time, she wouldn't have come out 
alive. 

Many a night that barracuda had cut across her dreams 
and brought her awake in a sweat. But she had learned 
her lesson. She had learned respect, and a caution that 
at the moment amounted to cold fear. 

Chris knew that she had to put her fear where it 
belonged— behind her. She knew that she had to make 
this dive. If she couldn't do it today, she would never 
have the nerve to try it again. And once she was in 
the water she dared not be afraid. For fear could bring 
on cramps and panic. And panic meant certain death. 

She set the mask carefully over her nose. She put 
the mouthpiece between her teeth and adjusted the line 
to the double tanks strapped to her back. She turned 
the valve on the right tank and tested it She eased 
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the canvas straps between her legs into a more com- 
fortable position. 

She stood poised on die outer edge of a sand bar. 
A foot in front of her the water dropped abruptly to a 
depth of twenty feet She made a final check of her 
equipment 

She went over the edge feet first And the instant 
she was submerged, she felt her body respond. The 
panic she had expected to seize and paralyze her did 
not appear. 

Chris cut the water smartly and struck deep to the 
bottom. She swam clear of the bar and headed out to 
the open sea. She moved easily through the water, her 
eyes open, alert to her deep green world, her senses 
keenly alive to every sensation. 

Below her fronds of eel grass sent up slippery fingers 
to catch at her arid slide past. There were few fish now 
and only an occasional crab scuttling across the bot- 
tom. A sand shark lazed past unconcerned with his 
weird companion. An eel slithered over her calf and 
wiggled away. 

The element was alive with something infinitely more 
disturbing than fish or weeds. Bits of cork and tin cans 
and wood and shell and flotsam of every description, 
stirred up from the depths far out at sea and heaving 
in toward shore, whirling and eddying around her with 
each swell of the sea. 

Exhilarated by her return to the great Atlantic, Chris 
soon relaxed and began to play and somersault now 
racing a litde green fish, now flipping over to float on 
her back. She was oblivious to the signs around her, 
heedless of danger and a stranger to fear. There was 
no trace of the nervousness that had consumed her for 
days. She felt only an overwhelming joy at being home. 
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She wished that Carol could be with her. It would 
be wonderful to cavort here with Carol, chasing and 
dodging, and even just looking, observing life here at 
the bottom of the sea. This you couldn't put in any 
museum. You had to see it first hand. 

She remembered how it used to be with Johnnie, 
how the two of them used to dive together when all 
they had was a couple of pairs of homemade goggles. 
Then they used to pretend they were going to find a 
pirate's chest of gold or the hull of a sunken ship. 

They learned over the years that there wasn't much 
pirate's gold to be found off their tiny strip of coast 
and that the bottom of the sea wasn't littered with 
wrecks. They had learned the pleasure of playing tag 
with a blow fish, grabbing one and rubbing his belly 
to watch him bloat. And of finding a beautiful shell 
with the snail still inside and alive, not the dried out 
ugly husk they would find on the shore. 

And she wished Carol could be here to see it all now. 
Carol would appreciate it. Not like Dizz, who would 
only run to the very edge of the waves and stick in a 
toe, never putting so much as a whole foot in the water. 
It would not be that way with Carol. She could teach 
Carol to be at home under the waves. 

Diverted by her thoughts and by the scene around 
her, Chris was completely unprepared for trouble. She 
swam slowly, idling with the current, breathing easily 
and letting her body revel in the feel of the sea. 

It was hardly ten minutes before she felt the first 
sharp pang of discomfort. On the swing up from an 
elaborate back bend, the left thigh convulsed in a sud- 
den spasm, then relaxed. 

It had been a full two years since that business off 
die Tortugas; as far as Chris had been aware, the leg 



CHRIS 129 

had healed as good as new. There had been crutches 
and therapy and the doctor had pronounced her cured. 
But there it was— she could feel the twelve-inch scar 
etched in pain. 

' She swam slowly, favoring the leg. She sensed the 
weakness of it on the downward pull. She knew she 
was going lopsided and pulled hard with her arms to 
keep herself on an even keel. 

There was a good three-quarters of an hour left in 
the tanks. Plenty of time to get v ashore at a snail's pace; 
even before Carol had a chance to get worried. 

As yet Chris was aware only of slight discomfort 
and the fact that it was not as easy to swim as it had 
been a few minutes before. But she was confident in 
her ability. 

She changed her course and headed in. As she turned 
the second cramp hit. She winced with agony. 

Slowed to a crawl and no longer intent on the mystery 
of this other world, Chris became conscious of some- 
thing above and beyond the pain. She was cold, chilled 
through. She knew she was shivering. Numbness began 
to spread through her limbs like a creeping paralysis. 
There was a knot of muscles in her stomach that felt 
like a granite boulder pulling her down. 

She figured herself to be about half a mile from land. 
That distance was like nothing— when you've got air 
and a good stroke. 

Another dozen strokes. And another. This time the 
spasm came and stayed. The cramp did not relax. She 
tried to straighten out the leg. Nothing happened. 
The leg was bent nearly double and held as though in 
a vise. 

The leg was useless to her now and she knew it 
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The pain was nearly intolerable. But somehow, she 
knew, she must not give in to it 

Her arms cut powerfully through the water. She tried 
feebly pushing with one leg, but that didn't help much. 
It seemed to be suffering sympathetically and didn't 
want to move. 

She stopped shivering long enough to feel that she 
was beginning to gasp for air. With one tank gone, she 
had a half hour to make it, or . . . 

For a second, panic gripped Chris. She saw herself 
doomed in her watery grave. But she was like a fish in 
water; it had been her natural habitat most of her life. 
And a fish doesn't drown. She was damned if she 
wouldn't put up a good fight. 

Floating close to the bottom she managed to adjust 
the valve on the second tank. Her fingers were stif- 
fening with the cold and the muscles in her arms ached. 
She knew she had more air left than strength. 

Chris set herself a course for shore, cutting down 
toward the inlet and hoping to take advantage of the 
current's drag. With a httle luck she would be able to 
make the line of pilings and follow "them into shore. 
At worst she'd be swept into the channel and the river, 
where the pull of the water wasn't so devastating. 

She found herself going full steam ahead and getting 
nowhere. Caught between the downstream current and 
the inexorable turning of the tide, every stroke carried 
her only inches toward her goal. She did not have power 
enough left in her arms to slice across the water's double 
drag. 

She began to know a terrible fear, a more deadly 
chill inside than the one already numbing her limbs. 
Think of something pleasant, she told herself. Think of 
something pleasant. Think of Carol waiting on shore. 
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Waiting to help you, waiting with a fire to warm your 
aching bones. Think of CaroL 

For minutes at a time she let herself drift, being 
pulled by the conflicting forces almost parallel with the 
shore. Once she tried to surface, only to realize she 
hadn't strength left to pull out of the undertow. 

But the force of the undertow meant that she was 
close to shore, too close to give up. Too close to die. 

In a burst of energy bom of fear, Chris surged ahead, 
stroking powerfully with her arms. She commanded her 
legs to begin the steady rhythmic beat that would get 
her home. The right leg moved. 

She didn't know what happened with the left. It went 
back and out for the kick. Then it pulled up and caught 
in a final, hideous cramp. The pain shot through her 
hotly and brought tears to her eyes. Then she blacked 
out 

Ten seconds. Twenty. Thirty. 

She hit the first of the pilings with a force that, on 
land, would have knocked the top of her head off. She 
took the blow on one shoulder. The blow jarred her 
awake and shook her the length of her body. She felt 
like she had been crushed by a falling tree. The rubber 
suit cut sharply across the barnacles on the post. They 
bit deep into her shoulder, grazed against the bone. 
Blood mingled with sea water, oozing out through the 
tear in the suit and trickling down her back. 

In a daze she realized what had happened. And in a 
daze she became aware of her own blood in the water 
around her. Objectively she knew that the rubber suit 
had been torn and, apparently, her shoulder mangled. 
She felt the water seeping through the hole, running 
down her back and legs and filling up the feet and 
leggings of her suit. 
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Again and again she felt herself smashed against the 
pilings, too far gone to hold herself off or to grab on 
and hold fast. Her head, her hands, her shoulders crashed 
against the wood and the shells. 

Minutes, torturing minutes, passed. She began to 
breath slowly, steadily, getting a grip on herself and 
the situation. Finally she made a move. She grabbed 
hold of one of the pilings and grasped it with her arms 
and knees. She held on with one hand while she pulled 
off the flippers with the other. Then she put her arms 
around the next pole toward shore and let go with her 
knees. With each move the waves tore at her, pulling 
at her and nearly breaking her grip. But she hung on 
for her very life. 

Like a starfish Chris clung to those pilings and made 
the final yards to shore. Inch by inch, her belly scraping 
across the barnacles, hanging by her fingers, ripping her 
gloves and fingers to shreds, she moved. Using muscles 
that felt already dead, she moved. 

She did not know how many centuries it took her. 
Pyramids are younger than the centuries it took her. 
But it happened. She got there. She saw the misty 
morning and the beach and the dunes. She heard a 
sea gull. 

And she heard CaroL Carol running along the sand, 
calling to her. 

The last ten feet she made like a snail, creeping on 
her stomach, pushing with her hands when a wave rolled 
in and for a moment lifted her. 

And then there was Carol, splashing through the surf 
and crying. Pulling her up onto the shore and all the 
while crying. 

Carol kneeled beside Chris and loosened the straps 
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of the tanks and pulled away the mask. She bent and 
kissed a bloody hand. 

"Chris," she said, still crying, "Chris, darling, are you 
all right?" 

Chris lay on her back looking up at the girl. She 
tried desperately to say that it was so. But she just 
couldn't make it. 

"Get Johnnie," Chris whispered. Then she fainted. 
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THE doctor had come and gone before Chris woke up. 
She lay still on the bed, her eyes closed. Across the 
room she heard Carol and Johnnie talking in muffled 
whispers. She started to move and open her eyes, then 
relaxed against the bed. She had a lot of thinking to 
do before she let them know she was awake. 

She knew that the experience she, had just undergone 
could make a lot of difference in her plans. Even now 
she realized that her confidence in herself had been 
badly shaken. Her work had been the one good thing 
in her life, her whole life except for Dizz. She didn't 
know anything else. And if she couldn't dive- 
But she did not even know how to think in any 
other terms. Even since that first accident, she had not 
for a minute considered what she would do if she could 
no longer go out to sea. She had simply taken for 
granted that she would. And she would have to go on 
thinking that way. 

The big thing, of course, was the Tongariva situation. 
From the way she felt now, Chris had a sneaking suspi- 
cion she wasn't going diving again for a long time. 
Every bone and muscle and pore of her screamed with 
pain. The leg lay stiff and cramped. She tried to move 
it. It didn't budge. The shoulder was heavily bandaged. 
Her fingers refused to bend. 

She caught her lower lip in her teeth and bit down 
hard. It seemed somehow unjust. This should have been 
the trip to end all trips, the most important find ever. 

134 
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To have it snatched away, out of all reach— it just wasn't 
fair. 

For a moment Chris considered the possibility of ret- 
ribution. She had deliberately deceived Dizz. She had 
lied and cheated on her for years. She did not stop to 
question why the powers of justice should be backing 
Dizz. She suddenly believed only that she was being 
punished. 

Yet Chris could not dwell long on defeat. Her scheme 
of living allowed no room for it. She had no time to lie 
here and feel contrite and sorry for herself. At nine to- 
morrow morning she had to see Jonathan. And after 
that? Well, after that, by heaven, she was going to 
Tongariva if she had to get there on crutches. 

And she'd dive too. And swim. Only the good Lord 
knew how, but she was going to do it. 

But first she had to get the hell out of this damn bed. 

She opened her eyes. She realized that she was back 
in Johnnie's place, in the room she and Carol had oc- 
cupied the night before. It was already twilight. There 
were no lights in the room except for the rosy glow 
of the fireplace. Long shadows crept across the floor 
and onto the bed. 

Chris cleared her throat and tried to talk. All she 
could get out was a croak. 

"Hi, skipper," Johnnie said. He stepped out of a dark 
comer and came to stand at the foot of the bed. "How's 
the kid?" 

Chris tried again and this time managed. 1 could 
use a drink," she said. She heard her voice come out 
hoarse and raspy. 

"I figured as much," Carol laughed. She got up from 
a chair and stepp%l into the glow from the fireplace. 
She turned to a small coffee table, then came toward 
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the bed with a bottle of brandy and a glass. "The doctor 
said it would be all right, though." 

Carol poured three fingers of brandy and set the bot- 
tle down on the night table. She looked at Johnnie. 
"Lift her up," she said. "If she can take it." 

Johnnie moved close to Chris and leaned over the 
bed. "Easy, kid," he said. With infinite care he slipped 
an arm under Chris' shoulders. Chris tried to put her 
arms around Johnnie's neck and found that she couldn't 
move them that far. Johnnie easily lifted her to a sitting 
position. 

Chris grimaced and felt the tears smart in her eyes. 
Once she was propped up, it was better. Her rear end 
seemed to be the only part of her that hadn't been 
battered. 

She reached out a hand for the glass. The fingers 
were stiff, like branches poking out from a tree. She 
could not bend them to grasp anything. She blinked 
her eyes to cut off a sudden rush of tears— she was 
beginning to feel sorry for herself. 

Carol held the glass gently to her lips. Chris swal- 
lowed and felt the brandy burn a path to her stomach. 
She sighed and tried to manage a grin. It wasn't mush 
of a success but Carol got the idea and smiled warmly 
in return. 

"Well," Chris said, "I'm beginning to feel human 
again." 

"Not so fast," Johnnie said. "You're entitled to sit still 
for a while, my friend." The look on his face meant 
that he intended for Chris to stay there for a long time. 

"Like hell," Chris said. "I'm going to be in New York 
tomorrow at nine. Which means," she said, glancing at 
her watch, "we've got to get out of here by midnight 
Six hours, mate." 
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"Chris," Carol said, "the doctor said that you're not 
to move out of that bed for at least a week." Her voice 
was gentle but firm. Chris snorted and shook her head. 
It hurt to move it but she didn't let anybody know it. 
' "Not likely, my dear," Chris replied. "A week from 
now 111 be in Tongariva." 

Carol and Johnnie looked at each other across the 
bed. Johnnie lifted his shoulders helplessly. Carol bit 
her lower lip and turned away. 

"Look, skipper," Johnnie said, "you're too big to hold 
down. And I know better than to try. But you're in no 
condition to go anywhere. Face it." 

Chris gritted her teeth and set her jaw. She threw 
back the cover and swung her legs to the edge of the 
bed. She braced her feet against the floor and stood 
up, holding onto the headboard with one hand. 

"Mate, you're a skeptic," she said. "I said I'm going 
back to New York tonight and I'm going back to New 
York tonight." 

Johnnie moved forward to give her a hand. Chris 
found that she could not put her weight on the bruised 
left leg. She let Johnnie help her to a chair. Johnnie 
did not say anything, but his face was hard with disap- 
proval. 

Carol came and sat on the floor at Chris' feet. She 
cocked her head to one side and winked up at Chris. 
"You're crazy," she said. "But_I love it." 
v Johnnie stood leaning against the mantle, hands in 
his trousers' pockets. His black eyes were almost somber. 
"Look," he said. "I ought to clobber you right now and 
throw you back in bed. But I won't. What I am going 
to do is drive you home. It's a long trip and you're 
not going to make it sitting up in the car. I've got an 
old mattress from a cot and a bunch of extra blankets. 
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111 fix up a bed in back of the station wagon. Carol," 
he said, nodding at the girl, "can follow us in the car. 
Okay?" 

Chris wrinkled her nose distastefully. She didn't enjoy 
being treated like an invalid. But Johnnie was right. 
The ache was too much. And maybe she could sleep. 
Maybe she could sleep enough to get the ache out of 
her by the time she saw Jonathan. He wouldn't be at 
all happy if he saw her like this. 

"Okay," Chris said. "It's a deal." 

"Good," Johnnie said. "I'll go get the wagon ready. 
We might as well get started as soon as possible." He 
started toward the door. "If there's anything you want, 
just send Carol down. Ill be out back." 

When Johnnie had gone, Carol moved closer to Chris 
and leaned her head against Chris' knee. She looked 
up at Chris tenderly, her eyes soft with love. "Honey," 
she said, "what happened out there?" 

"I got a cramp in this bum leg of mine, that's all," 
Chris said. "Johnnie and Clem were right about the 
rough water. Once I lost the use of my leg, I couldn't 
pull hard enough to get out of the current." She put 
out a hand and laid it on Carol's head. "I'm just thank- 
ful you were there when I got out. Otherwise I'd be 
fattening up the gulls by now." She rumpled the girl's 
hair affectionately. 

"I told you you were too stubborn to kill," Carol said. 
"But what about the trip? Do you think you'll be ready 
to dive again that soon?" 

Chris did not answer for a moment. She was ashamed 
to admit to Carol how she really felt. But she knew 
that Carol would guess, and that Carol had a pretty 
good idea of how badly she had been hurt. So she said, 
"I'm afraid 111 have to get Brandt to send somebody 



CHRIS 139 

else with me. I won't miss this trip. But it's going to be 
a long time before this leg's going to get me anywhere. 
Not to mention the shoulder." 

"I wish I could be with you," Carol said. 

Chris smiled down at the girl. "Darling, I wish you 
could, too." She knew she meant it. Depressed, weary 
and sore as- she was, Chris remembered just two things 
—that Carol had saved her life, and that Dizz would 
give her hell for getting hurt. 

Carol, her gende Carol, would not yell at her. Not 
when she was beaten and miserable. 

Too tired to think or care, Chris longed to He in 
Carol's arms, to let Carol's tender touch and soft words 
ease the misery of her body and soul. She did not want 
to have to think anymore. Not about Dizz. Not about 
Tongariva. Not about anything. She wanted only to be 
held and loved. 

She leaned forward and kissed the top of Carol's 
head. "Darling," she said, "I love you. And I need you, 
Carol. I need you to help me. I want to spend the rest 
of my life with you, like we are now, happy and alone." 

Carol took Chris' hand and kissed the raw fingers. 
"Please be sure, honey," she said. "I don't want to lose 
you, once I think I've got you." 

"You've got me, darling. I want to be with you. I 
want to put my head in your lap and g6 to sleep and 
sleep until it doesn't hurt anymore." 

"I know, Chris. I know," Carol said. 

"Oh, "Carol, do you? Do you know I'm finished? That 
111 never go diving again? Or chase off after a pearl 
or a treasure? Do you know?" Her voice was harsh 
with suffering. "I'll sit and write articles and limp around 
on a cane. I'll never get to Tongariva or anywhere else. 



140 CHRIS 

I'm finished." She looked at Carol with something close 
to desperation. 

"Honey," Carol said, "if I believed that, I'd shoot you 
now, like a race horse with a broken leg. For your own 
good." She touched the fingers again with her lips. "But 
you're going to see Dr. Brandt at nine. You're going to 
walk in there and tell that man you're going to Tonga- 
riva. And a week from now, as you said, you'll be there." 
She spoke with a conviction that did not sound forced. 

Chris knew that it must be so. 

They sat together in the dark, content not to talk. 
Carol sat leaning against the chair, her fingers around 
Chris' ankle. Chris brooded until, finally, she got bored 
with it. Then she began to plan. 

The problem was first to get back on her feet. Then 
she could consider diving again. It wouldn't do much 
good to think about going to Tongariva if she couldn't 
even walk to the plane. 

First you have to move all the movable parts. like 
this, with the fingers. She got them into a claw, then 
relaxed. Then again. Now the leg. 

Every movement was a torture. She wanted to scream, 
to let it out. But she flexed the fingers, then the leg. 
Then the shoulder, then the leg. 

"Honey," Carol said suddenly. "What about Dizz?" 

"What about her?" Chris said. She had managed not 
to think about Dizz for many minutes. 

"Well, I'd like to have this week with you before you 

go" 

"That's fair enough," Chris said. 

"Well have to tell her," Carol said. 

Chris sighed. She did not relish the task. Til tell 
her myself. As soon as I get home tomorrow. It'll be 
better that way." She expected there would be a scene. 
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No reason to put Carol in the middle of it Carol had 
had no part in the unhappy thing that had been her 
life with Dizz. No sense in exposing her to the bitter 
end of it 

"You're sure you want to do it alone?" Carol asked. 

"Positive," Chris said. "I know Dizz." 

They heard Johnnie come up the stairs and into the 
room. He was wearing a black pea jacket and carrying 
two extra ones over his arm. He handed one to CaroL 

"Okay, skipper," Johnnie said. Tm ready if you are." 

"Right" Chris said. "I think you'd better help me, 
Johnnie." 

Johnnie stepped to the chair as Carol scrambled out 
of the way. He helped Chris into the jacket and but- 
toned it for her. Then Johnnie lifted Chris in his arms 
like a child and carried her out of the room. 

Carol switched off the light and followed them down 
the stairs. 

When he had settled Chris comfortably in back of 
the station wagon, Johnnie turned to Carol. 

"Well take it slow," Johnnie said, "We've got plenty 
of time." 

Chris lay in the darkness. The voices moved off. She 
heard the mumble of them in the distance. She kept 
her eyes closed tight her lips pressed together. She 
did not want to cry, and she was very close to it 

For some reason, everything seemed to have gone 
wrong with her world. Here she was, on the brink of 
the most important job she'd ever had, and she had 
gotten smashed up. And here she was, still in love with 
Dizz, and making plans to go off and live with another 
woman. 

But I love Carol, she thought. She loves me and un- 
derstands me and she'll help me pull myself together. 
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Dizz wouldn't understand. AH she'll have for me is an 
"I told you so." She'll despise me for being a failure. 
And Chris knew that nothing could hurt her more. 

She heard Johnnie crunching over the gravel to the 
car. 

"All set, skipper?" Johnnie asked, poking his head in 
the window. 

"Yeah," Chris said. "All set" 
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JONATHAN was having himself a quiet case of hys- 
terics. He had been stamping up and down the office, 
chewing his nails and massaging his bald pate. Finally 
he sat down at his desk and made a meager attempt at 
self-control. 

For two hours Chris had been patiently explaining 
to him that she was not about to die and was not even 
immobilized, and for two hours he'd been screaming 
that this was the most expensive and important project 
the museum had ever undertaken and that he could 
not risk sending her, that she was obviously in no con- 
dition to handle the job. 

"All right," Chris said finally. "Ill make a compro- 
mise with you." 

Jonathan stopped screaming. Tor instance?" he said. 

"For instance," Chris said," you send Morris or Disney 
or somebody else along to help me. Ill let him do 
most of the dirty work. And take credit for whatever 
we find. Ill even finance my part of the expenses." It 
would be well worth it, even if she went a litde hungry 
for awhile. 

Jonathan frowned. "But why?" he said. 

"Look, Jonathan," Chris said. "This trip means more 
to me now than finding Glories. It means my whole 
future. I have to prove to myself that I haven't been 
relegated to arm chair exploring." 

Jonathan's eyes narrowed. "Are you afraid you might 
be?" 

He had been waiting a long time for her to come a 
143 
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cropper, Chris knew, on account of Dizz. At the same 
time, he was not anxious to lose Chris as a scout for 
the museum. From the look on his face, Chris knew 
he could not decide whether to clap or weep. 

Chris shook her head. "Not afraid, Jonathan. Just too 
block-headed to admit it." 

"Well, he said, bringing his fingers together under 
his chin, "since you put it that way, I haven't much 
choice. But how do I know you're not going to take 
ridiculous risks? If anything happens to you, I'll get it 
in the neck." 

"Ill swear to it," she said. 

He sat pensively pursing his lips. Then he said, 
"Sheila's going to go with you, isn't she?" 

Chris did not answer . for a long minute. She knew 
what Jonathan had in mind. He would not trust her 
to behave, but he would trust Dizz to keep an eye on 
her. Dizz could be most adamant about a responsibil- 
ity to anybody but Chris. She wanted others to think 
only the best of her. Chris guessed Dizz probably wanted 
her good opinion too. She just couldn't keep up the 
front all the time. 

She thought of Carol and her promise to tell Dizz 
she was leaving her. Yet she knew that without Dizz, 
Jonathan could keep her from making this trip. And 
at the moment nothing was as important as this trip. 

"Yes," she said. "She is." 

"Yes," Jonathan said. "I think we can count on Sheila 
to keep you in line." 

He came out from behind his chair and walked to 
where Chris sat. "You have everything in order, I 
trust." 

"Naturally," Chris said. She handed him the heavy 
folder. "Look it over." 
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Jonathan was not satisfied until he had made a per- 
sonal evaluation of every grain of sand on the island. 
He harangued over each minutest detail. Finally he 
closed the folder and clasped his hands on top of it. 
He looked across at Chris, a smile of approval in his 
eyes. 

"Good," he said. "You'll leave the city Thursday at 
noon. Well have a car here at eleven to take you and 
the others to the plane. We'll check on Wednesday for 
last minute items." He rose and leaned over the desk 
to shake Chris' hand. "Good hunting, Chris," he said. 

"Thanks, Jonathan," she said. 

Chris limped painfully from Jonathan's office, then 
stopped outside the door and leaned her back against 
the wall. Now that she was all clear with Jonathan, 
she had another problem on her hands. 

What could she tell Carol to make her understand? 
Surely she must know how important this trip was to 
Chris. 

But how could she know? Chris herself hadn't known 
until this morning. Lying awake on the mattress in the 
back of Johnnie's station wagon, she'd thought about 
nothing else the whole long way home. And she had 
lifted Dizz out of the framework of her plans and fitted 
Carol in. It would seem strange without Dizz, maybe 
even lonely for awhile. Dizz was not good for her, she 
knew. A life of self-denial and frustration, of self-abase- 
ment and of abuse was all she could hope for. with 
Dizz. But there was a challenge there she would never 
have with Carol. The wish to possess something that 
would not be possessed, like chasing a butterfly that 
flitted always out of reach. 

She and Carol could build something great together, 
working and playing and living together. A rich, con- 
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structive, satisfying life. Carol did not have the fatal 
fascination that belonged to Dizz. But she was gentle 
and good. She was beautiful and she could respond to 
passion, could feel desire and follow it to satisfaction. 
She would be good for Chris. They would be good 
for each other. 

How can I tell her? How can I say, "I love you but 
you'll have to wait. I want to live with you, but I have 
something more important to do first" 

Chris sighed and left her post against the wall. She 
walked back to the solarium. She did not bother to 
knock, but entered and stopped just inside the door. 

Carol and Johnnie were drinking coffee, nervous and 
waiting to hear from her. 

"Hi," Chris said. "Johnnie, do me a favor and wait 
for me in the station wagon, will you? I want to talk 
to Carol." Her eyes were pleading. 

"Sure, skipper," Johnnie said. He got up immediately 
and left the room. 

Chris watched Johnnie leave, then turned to face 
Carol. 

"Honey, what's wrong?" Carol said. "Did he say no?" 

"Not quite. He made it conditional," Chris answered. 
She sat down in the chair Johnnie had just left. "I agreed 
to take another diver and put up the cash for my share." 
She frowned. She did not know how to phrase the rest 

"What else?" Carol asked quietly. 

Chris flushed, knowing her discomfort was plain on 
her face. "He insists that Dizz go along as originally 
planned. He's always had a thing for Dizz. He trusts 
her more than he trusts me, anyhow." 

Carol hesitated before she asked. "Did you agree?" 

"Yes." 

Carol got up from her chair and went to stand at 
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the counter by the windows. She was crying almost 
silently. 

Chris did not move. She did not have the words to 
comfort the girl. She could only wait until the hurt 
had passed and hope that Carol would forgive her. 

After a few minutes Carol came to stand behind 
Chris' chair. She put her cool hands on either side of 
Chris' neck and massaged with gentle fingers. 

"Chris," she said, "I think I understand why you feel 
this trip is so vital." She paused. "At least, I hope I 
understand. Anyhow, I know I have to trust you. I 
believe you love me and that you'll come to me when 
you can. In the meantime, I guess I'll just have to wait." 

Chris reached up and took Carol's hands and kissed 
first one, then the other. "Thank you," she said. "I hoped 
you could understand. I don't know how valid it is, 
but right now Tongariva looks like heaven to me. I have 
to find out." 

Carol returned to her chair. "Honey," she said, "will 
I be able to see you at all before you leave? It might 
be a couple of months before you get back." 

"Hmm. I know," Chris said. She stopped to think 
about it. She knew that Dizz would blow her top one 
way or the other. Chris had promised not to leave her 
and Dizz would lash her with that promise like a whip. 
On the other hand, she probably suspected they had 
gone off together. Her pride alone should make her tell 
Chris to go. It would be easier if Dizz threw her out 
Easier for both of them. 

"Ill tell you what 111 do," Chris said. "I'll have it 
out with Dizz this afternoon. It has to be sooner or 
later, so why not now? I'll tell her I'm going to be with 
you until Thursday and that when we get back, I'll be 
living with you." 
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"She's not going to like that," Carol commented. 

"She'll have to. I know what I want," Chris said, 
"and it's you. Ill be over sometime tonight." Her jaw 
was set with determination. 

"Chris, darling. Please. Don't say it unless you're 
sure," Carol said. "I couldn't take it" 

"I'll be there tonight," Chris said. 

"I believe you," Carol said. "Because I love you." 

"It's mutual," Chris said. She leaned forward and 
kissed Carol on the lips. "I'd better go now. Dizz said 
she'd be there at noon." 

"All right, darling," Carol said. "Tonight." The word 
held promise of many things. And all of them were 
good. 

Chris left Carol and crept painfully to the great halL 
She stopped at the door and leaned her head against 
the cold wood. Her head was throbbing and her nerves 
were jangling. She knew she could not take much more. 

Johnnie was waiting for her in the station wagon, 
listening to a ball game on the radio. He shut it off as 
Chris opened the door. 

"What's up, skipper?" 

Chris slid into the seat and slammed the door. She 
stuck out her lower lip and frowned. She did not know 
how to explain to Johnnie any more than she had known 
how to put it to Carol. 

"I have to take Dizz with me to Tongariva," she said. 

The blonde?" 

"Hmm. The blonde. The boss man wants her to keep 
an eye on me," Chris said sourly. She turned on the 
bitterness as much to impress herself as Johnnie. 

Johnnie turned in the seat and laid his arm along the 
back. "How about Carol?" he asked. 

"I explained it to her," Chris said. "She says she under- 
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stands. I'm going to try to spend the rest of the week with 
her, then move in with her when I get back" She knew 
it didn't sound good. She would have laughed out loud 
if anybody had said it to her. 

"You're going to tell blondie this?" Johnnie said. 

"Yes, I'm going to tell blondie this," Chris said. 

"Whew!" Johnnie said. He raised two fingers and 
gripped his nose. That stinks. You think you've got 
trouble now. Just wait'll that dame gets through with 
you." He ran a finger from ear to ear across his throat 

Chris grinned sardonically. 

"Look, skipper," Johnnie said, his tone serious and his 
eyes blacker than black. "I don't give a good damn if 
your girl blows you away. But I'd be awful angry, my 
friend, if anything happens to Carol." 

Chris elevated an eyebrow. "Oh?" she said. 

"Yeah, oh," Johnnie said. "I've got it pretty bad for her." 

Chris nodded. She'd known that since she saw them 
dancing together. Johnnie, the big homely galoot, had 
given up to Carol without a fight. Johnnie, who'd never 
had a girl all to himself, had fallen for Carol and would 
do his best to protect the girl even from the skipper. 

"Okay, mate," Chris said. "Let's shove off. By the way, 
you delivered the car, didn't you?" She'd promised Dizz 
to leave it at George's hotel. 
Sure. 

"Did you find a place to stay?" 

"Yeah," Johnnie answered. He was making no attempt 
to make light of the situation. 

Johnnie made a U-turn and headed south on Fifth 
Avenue. 

Chris did not try to break through Johnnie's reserve. 
He had right on his side and Chris was all too well aware 
of the fact 
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And she knew too that if afiything should go wrong 
this afternoon with Dizz, Johnnie would stand by Carol 
and help her get over the blow. She did not dare think 
of failure with Dizz, but it did help to know that Carol 
had someone to look after her. 

"Look, Johnnie," Chris said. "Don't bit me. But do me a 
favor." 

Johnnie glanced at her. "Carol?" 

"Yes," Chris said. "Get in touch with her tonight. Just 
in case anything goes wrong with Dizz." 

"I'm warning you, skipper," Johnnie said. "I love that 
kid." 

"Yes, Johnnie, I know," Chris said. 

"And I'm warning you something else," Johnnie said. 
"I'm not going to stand by and let you walk all over this 
one. 

Chris winced at Johnnie's words. They were true, she 
knew. Until she had met Dizz, Chris had been a carefree, 
footloose devil. With a graceful ease that could charm 
the birds off the trees, Chris' life had been a series of 
one night stands. A whirlwind courtship, promises to be 
true forever, one lovely night, and off to the next one. 
And Johnnie, good old Johnnie, was left to pick up the 
pieces. 

Not that Johnnie had ever complained. Envious of the 
way Chris had with women, he had stood by and watched 
with awe. 

But not this time. Not with Carol. Because this time 
Johnnie really cared. This time he wasn't just being Chris' 
buddy. And at the moment he wasn't thinking much of 
Chris as a person either. That realization hurt Chris 
deeply. 

Chris smiled sadly at Johnnie and nodded. "Okay, 
mate," she said. "Ill remember that." 
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CHRIS unlocked the door and walked into die apartment 
Johnnie followed her in. 

Dizz apparently had not been back to the apartment 
since she'd left on Saturday morning. It smelled stuffy 
and closed in. 

Johnnie walked across the living room and pushed back 
the curtains. He opened the French doors. 

"Nice place you have here," he said. 

"We like it," Chris said. She went into the kitchen and 
managed to put up water to boil. She set out two cups 
and saucers and spoons. She had trouble with the lid on 
the coffee jar and swore. 

When she returned to the living room, Johnnie was 
looking at a photograph of Dizz on the dresser in Chris' 
room. Chris heard him whisde. 

"That's a good looking chick you've got," Johnnie said, 
coming into the room and facing Chris. "How do you 
manage?" He shook his head slowly in renewed admira- 
tion. Chris laughed. 

Johnnie walked out to the kitchen. "Coffee black?" he 
said. 

"Black." 

They sat down together on the couch, drinking coffee 
and talking and laughing over the good old days. 

At one point Chris glanced at her watch. It was after 
three. Dizz had promised to be home at noon. 

"Excuse me," Chris said. "I have to make a call." 

She went to the phone and dialed the Dizendorfs 
number. She asked for Sheila. 
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"Why, Chris," Mrs. Dizendorf said. "We haven't seen 
her all weekend. She said she was going away with you." 

Chris did her best to cover up. Mrs. Dizendorf insisted 
on calling later to check up on Dizz. 

Chris turned from the phone, her face a mask. 

"What's the matter, skipper?" Johnnie said quietly. 

"I'm not sure," Chris said. "But I think I'm being gotten 
even with." She sat down on the couch. "Dizz is playing 
games." 

"What kind?" Johnnie asked. 

"The usual routine. You run around behind my back 
and 111 run around behind yours." It wasn't a usual 
routine for Dizz, but why bother Johnnie with her 
troubles. 

"And you still care?" 

"Yes," Chris said. "I still care." 

For another hour Johnnie did his best to get Chris' 
mind off Dizz. With the wisdom of a brute, Johnnie knew 
that Carol wouldn't look at him twice with Chris around. 
But he wanted Carol to be happy, and if Chris could do 
it, then Chris was going to do it. 

But Chris could not turn her thoughts away from Dizz. 
And she went from worried to scared to just plain 
furious. She kept an eye on her watch and one ear toward 
the door. 

At four-thirty Chris heard a key in the lock. She was 
lying on the couch, feet propped up, her shirt open and 
the bandaged shoulder exposed. 

The door opened and Dizz walked into the room. She 
took one look at Chris and exploded. 

"What in the hell happened to you?" she shouted. 

"Nothing much," Chris answered. "I'll tell you later." 

Johnnie stretched up to six-three, then bowed from 
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the waist. "Forgive me," he said. "But be good to the 
skipper. She's pretty beat up." 

Dizz looked slowly from Chris to Johnnie and back 
to Chris. "Who," she said, "or what is that?" Her look was 
one of open and utter disgust. 

"That's Johnnie Murdock," Chris said. "We went to 
school together. He was good enough to drive me home." 

Johnnie shufHed uncomfortably, an alien in an enemy 
camp. "Well," he said, "111 be shoving off, skipper." 

"Okay, Johnnie," Chris said. "And thanks." 

Johnnie went out and closed the door behind him. 

Dizz crossed to the sling chair and sat down. "Am I 
supposed to feel sorry for you? I told you this would 
happen." There was no indication in her manner that 
everything about herself was not just as it should be. 

"Save your strength," Chris said. 'It's nothing serious." 

"What happened?" Dizz obviously did not particularly 
care what had happened. Her eyes were looking at Chris, 
but her thoughts were elsewhere. She didn't seem espe- 
cially pleased with them. 

"I got a cramp in my leg and got caught in the under- 
tow," Chris said. She sat up on the edge of the couch and 
leaned forward, her arms on her knees. She took a deep 
breath, then jumped in with both feet. "Now, suppose 
you tell me where you've been." 

"At mother's, of course." 

"That's not what she says. According to her, you've 
been away with me," Chris said. "According to her, she 
hasn't seen you all weekend." 

Dizz shrugged. "All right. I've been with George." 

"Been where with George?" Chris asked. 

"At his hotel," Dizz answered. 

"And?" 

"And what?" Dizz said. 



154 CHRIS 

"Did he make love to you?" Chris asked. She didn't 
want to hear the answer. She already knew. 

"If that's what you call love," Dizz said. She looked 
as though she were about to be ilL 

"He went to bed with you?" 

"Yes," Dizz said coldly. "He went to bed with me." 

Chris did something she had never believed she could 
do. She slapped Dizz in the face. Hit her hard. Again and 
again. And veiy hard. 

Dizz did not tiy to stop her. She did not wince. She 
did not cry. She did not even yawn. 

Chris grasped her hand and rocked in pain. The 
fingers were bleeding again. She pulled a handkerchief 
out of the pocket of her slacks and wound it around her 
fingers. She held the bandaged fingers tight in her other 
fist 

"Did that help?" Dizz said. Her eyes were icy blue 
and full of contempt. Her nose was tilted in scorn. And 
the corners of her mouth were raised in their perpetual 
smile. 

Chris felt sick all over. Sick and tired and like running 
away. But she couldn't let it drop. She had to drain the 
situation of every last ugly drop. 

"Is that all you have to say?" she asked. 

"What do you want me to say?" 

"Damn you, Dizz. Why did you do it?" Chris said. 

"He asked me to marry him," Dizz said, as though that 
were excuse enough for anything. 

Chris could not get out the question. 

"I told him no," Dizz said in a flat tone. "Men are like 
Lesbians, only worse. I let him kiss me and all he wanted 
was to get my pants off. I let him do that too. What 
difference does it make?" 

Dizz was talking as much to herself as to Chris. She 
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had been disappointed again. And after disappointment 
came despair. 

"I knew you were taking that girl with you," Dizz went 
on. "I wanted to hurt you. What difference does it make?" 

"Dizz," Chris said, "I love that girl. That's what dif- 
ference it makes. I love her and I want to live with her. 
If I hadn't known it before, I'd certainly know it now." 

Dizz glanced up for just a second. "You're going to 
punish me?" she said. "You? How many people have you 
slept with since we've been living together?" 

"They weren't men, Dizz," Chris said. "I told you in 
the beginning I could take anything but that. I told you 
if you ever went to bed with a man, I'd never touch you 
again. That's what makes me sick." 

Dizz did not look up, She said in a dull voice, "Leave 
me then. What difference does it make? I won't die." 

Chris stood up. "I'm going to Carol's place," she said* 

Dizz looked up at Chris finally, her face wet with 
tears. She was crying from deep inside, like a hurt child. 
She tried to speak but the words wouldn't come. She 
pulled herself from the chair and flung herself against 
Chris. Chris threw up her arms to ward her off, but too 
lata 

They fell together to the couch. Chris' shoulder hit the 
wall and she groaned in pain. She fell back limply against 
the pillows, too agonized to move. 

Dizz knelt at her feet, her head in Chris' lap. Her body 
was shaking with sobs torn from deep within her. 

Chris pushed herself forward and bent low over Dizz, 
smoothing the girl's hair with her hand. "Baby," she 
crooned, "baby, don't cry." 

Dizz looked up into her face. She gasped, trying to 
choke back the tears. 

Chris put her stiff, sore hands under Dizz's arms and 
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lifted her up. She pulled Dizz on top of her and 
stretched out on the couch. She put her arms around Dizz 
and held the blonde head close to her own. 

"Honey," Dizz stuttered, "I-I-I love you." 

Chris felt the tears start in her own eyes and spill over 
on her cheeks. She hugged Dizz close and buried her 
face against Dizz's shoulder. 

When Dizz could talk again, she poured out her pitiful 
tale. She had thought Chris was going to run off with 
Carol, and she had gone to George out of spite. Now 
she despised him for what had happened. 

"I know I've got no right to hold you," Dizz sobbed. "I 
know you probably hate me. But, Chris, I need you. 
You said you wouldn't leave me, Chris. You said you 
wouldn't." 

"No, darling," Chris said. "I won't leave you. I don't 
think I even wanted to." She tilted Dizz's face to hers 
and kissed her hard on the mouth. "I belong to you, Dizz. 
I always have." 

They clung together like two drowning souls to a 
straw. After a while they slept. 

It was dark when Chris awoke. She moved Dizz and 
raised her arm to peer at the watch. Nine-thirty. She had 
to call Carol. 

Dizz stirred and rolled away from her. She opened her 
eyes. "Darling," she said. "Say it again. Say you won't 
leave me." 

"I won't leave you, Dizz," Chris said. "I love you." 

They kissed long and tenderly. 

Dizz got up and switched on the light. She looked at 
Chris and laughed. "You look like Barney Google," she 
said. 

"You don't look so good yourself." 
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Dizz touched the handkerchief on Chris' hand. "We'd 
better fix that," she said. 

"It's all right," Chris said. 

"How do you feel, Chris? You look like you had a 
pretty rough time of it" 

"I did," Chris said. "But I'm fine. Just hungry." 

Dizz started toward the kitchen. "That's easy to cure," 
she said. 

Chris started after her. "Dizz, wait a minute," she said. 
"I have to call Carol. She's expecting me tonight." 

"My," Dizz said. "You were anxious, weren't you?" She 
shook her head scoldingly, then smiled. Her eyes were 
not smiling. 

"Look," Chris said. "I'm only calling to settle the 
matter. You can listen, if you want." 

"Honey," Dizz said. "Will you promise me something?" 

"What?" 

"That you won't see Carol again," Dizz said. "And I 
promise that I won't see George." 

Chris sighed. It was a logical request. Yet she knew in 
her heart she wanted to see Carol. To see her and hold 
her and make love to her as she could never do with Dizz. 

But at the same time she needed Dizz. Needed her 
because she was a part of her. And needed her now to go 
to Tongariva. Not that that was a particularly noble 
reason, but at least it was true. 

"Right," Chris said. 'It's a deal." 

Dizz went out to the kitchen and Chris picked up the 
phone. She dialed the Yukon number. 

Carol answered on the first ring. 

"Darling," Chris said, "I'm not coming tonight. I'm 
staying with Dizz." 

"What happened?" Carol said. 

"I just realized that I love her too much to leave her. 



158 CHRIS 

Whatever it Is we have together," she said, remembering 
Carol's description of the relationship, "I need it" 

There was a long silence on the other end of the line. 
Then Carol said, "I hope you know what you're doing, 
Chris.'' 

"I do," Chris answered. 

She heard the tears in Carol's voice. "Goodbye, darling," 
Carol said. Then she hung up. 

Chris put down the receiver. She felt suddenly very 
cold and alone, like the fire was gone. 

She walked to the kitchen and stood looking at Dizz. 
Dizz was whistling, like the world was still the same 
old world. Like tonight and the weekend had never 
happened. 

Dizz turned to smile at Chris. Ten minutes," she said. 

Chris nodded and went to wash up for dinner. 
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THE phone woke Chris at five after nine. It was Jonathan. 

"I just got a call from someone in Carol's building," 
he said. "She's left town. I just called to find out if 
Sheila's become a grass widow." 

Chris could see the smirk over the phone. 

"No," she answered. "I'm still here. And I aim to stay." 
She banged down the receiver. Her first thought was to 
say, Damn him. Then she remembered what he had said. 
She frowned. It didn't make sense to her for Carol to 
have gone. 

Dizz was standing in the doorway, stretching sleepily. 
"What was that?" she said. 

"Jonathan," Chris said. "Carol's left town. He was 
hoping I went with her." 

"Whyr 

"You," Chris said. "He still thinks he can make out if 
I drop dead." 

Dizz laughed nastily. That fat poppycock!" She turned 
back to the bedroom, unbuttoning the pajama top and 
reaching for a bra. 

Chris went into the bathroom and washed the sleep 
out of her eyes. She looked in the mirror. Her eyes were 
puffy from crying. Her cheeks were scratched and 
streaked with iodine. A lovely sight early in the morning. 

She remembered Carol kneeling beside her on the 
beach, kissing her bloody hand. She wondered guiltily 
where the girl had gone. 

It didn't seem right that Carol would walk out on her 
job like that. She was good at her job and she liked it 
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Chris did not comprehend how anybody could let a 
thing like a broken heart ruin his life. She thought of 
Max Petersen and the filthy apartment and the fat blonde. 

She went back into the bedroom and took a pair of 
slacks out of the closet. She dressed slowly. She knew 
she should be thinking of Dizz and how to make up to 
her for the mess of this weekend. Dizz wouldn't show 
it, but she would be blaming Chris for what had hap- 
pened. And Chris wanted Dizz to be agreeable for awhile. 

But somehow the business of Carol was getting out 
of hand. Chris felt responsible and a little ashamed. 

Chris managed to get through breakfast. Dizz was in 
a good mood and making funny. She had had a good 
night's sleep, apparently, and now had nothing on her 
conscience. She had cried it all away and it was gone. 
Chris didn't have the energy to keep up the banter. She 
left the kitchen and walked out to the terrace. 

She sat down on the wooden lawn chair, stretched out 
and looked up to the sky. It would be raining soon. 
Maybe if she just sat here long enough, she would wash 
down the drain with the rest of the dirt; just disappear 
and not have to think and feel and suffer anymore. 

In a second floor window directly across from Chris 
a woman was getting dressed. She struggled to hook her 
bra, then slid into a slip. She came to stand at the 
window and look out, lifting her arms to toss back the 
long brown hair. She put back her head and smiled. For 
just a second she reminded Chris of Carol. 

Chris threw herself off the chair and went back inside. 
The sudden jump wrenched her crippled leg and she 
leaned against the wall in pain. 

"Chris, what's wrong?" Dizz said. She was busily 
dusting the living room. She had an ashtray in her hand 
and she did not bother to stop. 
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T forgot about the leg for a minute," Chris said "It's 
still pretty sore." 

"Why don't you go soak in the tub?" Dizz said. "It 
would probably take out some of the stiffness." 

Chris went into the bathroom and turned on the hot 
water in the basin. She didn't feel like getting undressed 
for a bath but it might help to soak her hands. Her head 
too, maybe. She dipped her hands into the steaming water 
and flexed the fingers. 

Dizz turned on- the sweeper. The shrill whine caught 
at Chris' nerves and she felt a shiver of irritation run up 
her spine. She let the water out of the sink, went back to 
her bedroom and shut the door. 

She sat down at the desk and picked up a pencil. She 
put it down. She pushed some papers into a neater pile. 
She propped her feet on the desk and folded her arms. 

It started to rain, all of a sudden, driving hard. She 
heard Dizz banging the windows, got up and shut the 
window in the room. She sat down again. 

Dizz was back with the sweeper. 

Chris picked up a gum eraser and heaved it at the wall. 
She watched it bounce and roll under the bed. She did 
not bother to retrieve it. 

Then she got up and went to the closet. She took out 
a trench coat, and went back to the living room. 

Dizz looked up and shut off the machine. 

"I have to go out for a while," Chris said. 

Dizz looked at her disgustedly. "You're going to be 
stiff as a board if you go out there," she said. "You'll be 
drenched." 

"I can't help it," Chris said angrily. "I'm giving myself 
the creeps." 

Dizz waved her away. "Go," she said. 

Chris left the building and limped painfully through 
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the rain to the comer of First Avenue. She waited three 
minutes for a cab, then told the driver to rush it to 
Seventy-second. 

Chris had to keep reminding herself that what she 
had done to Carol was a rotten thing. It was much simpler 
to believe that Carol had done her wrong, that Carol 
didn't understand, just as Dizz never had. How could 
Carol run out on her without giving her a chance? 

Chris remembered Carol's little speech about Dizz 
and how she could not fight her, how she would not 
sneak around behind Dizz's back. If she had really meant 
it, then maybe she had gone away for good. 

She was nervous and shaky when she entered Carol's 
building. Her temples were throbbing and she felt the 
first flush of fever burn through her. The wetness of the 
hall and her own hair and clothes clung in her throat. 
She did not find the smell of the halls nostalgic or ap- 
pealing. It turned her stomach. 

She knocked at Carol's door and waited for a long time. 
She knocked again. There was no answer. She tried the 
apartment next door. 

A woman with her hair in pin curls and wearing a 
bath robe came to the door. She looked up at Chris and 
the look was not pleasant. 

Chris smiled. "I'm a friend of Carol Martin," she said. 
"I was supposed to meet her here." It was the only dodge 
she could think of. 

"Carol went away," the woman said. 

"Oh?" Chris said. "Do you know where?" 

"She asked me to call her boss and say she was leaving 
town is all I know," the woman said. "I saw her down- 
stairs. She asked me to call and she said she wouldn't be 
back except to move her stuff. She went off with a red- 
headed guy in a station wagon." 
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"Thank you," Chris said. 

She went back down the stairs, leaning heavily against 
the bannister. It should have been easier, the trip down. 
But it was worse. 

Why in the hell did she do that? Chris wondered. She's 
not in love with Johnnie. She's in love with me. 

She crossed First Avenue and went into a Greek 
luncheonette. She was already soaked to the skin through 
the trench coat. She could feel the wet bandage on her 
shoulder plastered to her torn flesh. 

"Coffee," she said. 

She sat nursing the cup. By now she knew beyond 
doubt that she was ill. Her head was burning and the 
palms of her hands were clammy. A trickle of perspira- 
tion shivered down her back. Her insides were heaving 
and she had a mild case of the shakes. 

But she had more important things on her mind. She 
was remembering again Carol's lecture on the subject of 
Dizz. What was it Carol had said? If you're going to live 
with Dizz, you'll have to stop seeing me. 

It had never occurred to Chris for a moment that some- 
how she couldn't eat her cake and have it too. Of course 
she wanted Dizz; she needed her. But she wanted Carol, 
too, and needed her. But she hadn't considered the 
possibility that she couldn't have them both. 

In all the years of her adult life, Chris had never en- 
countered a woman who told her what to do. She'd run 
through more women than she cared to count. It had been 
like a game. She'd believed in having a hell of a good 
time, then just walking away. She had never taken any- 
body seriously. 

Then Dizz came along. The serpent in her Garden of 
Eden. Dizz had gotten inside her soul and, like a cancer, 
taken root. Dizz— who had knocked her down and then 
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spent four years kicking her; who had never shown her 
anything but contempt, never really cared about anything 
but the dull ache of misery in her own heart. 

Then Carol. She had come into Chris' life and started 
patching up the wounds Dizz had opened. She had been 
everything good and warm, everything Dizz was not. And 
now Carol had betrayed her. 

It did not occur to Chris at the moment that perhaps 
Carol had felt betrayed herself. All she could realize was 
that Carol had walked out on her and that Carol had one 
hell of a nerve. And Chris intended to find out just what 
the devil Carol thought she was doing. 

Chris gulped the cold coffee and slid off the stool. She 
walked to the back of the lunchroom and stepped into 
a phone booth. She put in a long distance call to Johnnie's 
lodge. 

"Yeah, skipper," Johnnie's voice said. "She's here." 

"Why, Johnnie?" Chris asked. 

Johnnie waited a minute, then said simply, "Skipper, 
you may never have known this, I guess. But some people 
dont like being kicked around." 

"But I love her, Johnnie," Chris said. She knew she 
was beginning to sound desperate. 

"Look, kid, you promised Carol you'd come live with 
her, right?" 

"Yes," Chris said. "But she knows I have to hang on 
to Dizz until after this trip. We could have worked 
something out then." 

"Carol doesn't go for that, skipper," Johnnie said. Chris 
knew Johnnie had been coached in his lines. "She 
thinks you'll never leave blondie. She thinks you'd just 
use her to calm you down, like you use the rest of them-*' 

"She loves me," Chris said. 

"Yeah," Johnnie said. "She loves you. Maybe she'll get 
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over it someday. Maybe not. But I'm going to keep an 
eye on her just in case. She might decide to settle for 
me. At least, that's what I'm hoping." 

Chris left the lunchroom and walked back into the 
fain. She couldn't help feeling a grudging admiration for 
Carol— it took courage to give up somebody you love, 
somebody you know is no damned good for you. 

Chris headed toward home. She didn't especially want 
to go back, but for the moment she couldn't think of 
anything else to do with herself. 

Where's to go but home? What do you do when some- 
body you love tells you all about yourself? Where can 
you go but home and stuff your head under a pillow and 
sob? 

With a sudden frightening clarity Chris realized that 
she would never see Carol again. Until that instant of 
realization, she hadn't really believed it. It was to her 
mind like having a little argument and going to bed 
mad. Tomorrow you would kiss and make up. That's the 
way it ought to be when you love somebody— kiss and 
make up. 

But she would have no tomorrow with Carol. Not even 
many yesterdays. Only a little over a week. Just a couple 
of minutes out of a lifetime, a few minutes of perfect 
happiness to lock away somewhere and save to enjoy in 
her old age, when she was too worn to feel it 

Chris felt hot with fever and shame and anger. She had 
held it, right there in her fingers, and she had let it slip 
away. Oh, the weak, sniveling fool that she was. 

She stopped in the middle of the street and sent a 
curse home to Dizz. A curse on Dizz for not being what 
she wanted her to be, for being her own damned self. 

But why bother, she thought. It's me, it's me. 

Chris decided she could use a drink. 
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CHRIS sat in the back room of Tony's, cupping a shot 
glass in her palm. She was on her fourth round. She 
wanted to get very very drunk, drunk enough to forget 
But the Liquor didn't touch her. 

She leaned her fist on her chin and glared across the 
room at a bullfight poster on the opposite wall. Under 
the poster were two long-haired blondes in leotards and 
trench coats, hunched over a table and g atin g deep 
into each other's eyes, sighing now and then and oc- 
casionally touching fingers. They had neither moved nor 
spoken for an hour. They thought they were in love. 

The swinging doors banged open and then shut be- 
hind someone. Chris glanced up. It was the fat blonde 
with the beautiful green eyes. Jennie.. She was wearing a 
tight black dress and no coat, despite the rain, Her hair 
hung in wet strings. 

Jennie spotted Chris and sidled drunkenly across to 
her table. She looked as though she had never been com- 
pletely sober in all her life. She pulled out a chair and 
sat down. 

"Hi, big boy," she said. "Who the hell hit you?" 

"A truck," Chris said. 

"Oh? - Jennie said. "Blonde or brunette?" 

"Redhead," Chris answered. She was in no mood for 
Jennie. She had too much on her mind to bother being 
charming to a female like this one. 

"I've been looking for you, handsome," Jennie said. 
"Cruising all these crummy queer bars. Where you been 
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hiding?" She moved close to Chris and pressed a thigh 
against her. 

Chris picked up the shot glass and drained it. "I don't 
spend much time in the bars," she said. 

"You married?" Jennie asked. 

"Yeah, I'm married," Chris answered. Some hell of a 
marriage, but she had always thought of the arrangement 
with Dizz as that. 

"Oh," Jennie said. She put her hand on Chris' leg and 
moved it slowly upward. 

Chris grabbed the wrist and pushed the hand away. 
She wanted to slap the girl, but hesitated to start what 
would end up as a brawl. 

"I live near here," Jennie said. 

Chris sighed. "Look, Jennie," she said. "No dice." 

"C'mon, handsome," Jennie said. "She'll keep the bed 
warm." 

Chris smiled to herself at the irony of it 

Chris stood up and pushed back the chair. "No good, 
kid," she said. "I've got things on my mind." She handed 
the waiter a ten and told him to keep the change. 

She left the bar without looking back, stopped a cab at 
the corner and got in. She felt almost glad for the in- 
cident with Jennie. It was the first time in four years that 
she had turned down an offer, and that felt good. 

When she left the cab, Chris went to stand in the rain 
and look down at the river. She pressed her face close 
to the wire of the fence. Somewhere out in the darkness 
was Carol. Somewhere behind her was Dizz. And some- 
where in the middle she stood on an island, clinging to 
a fence. Too sober, too sad, and too lonely. 

She walked back to the house and went in. She 
could hardly move now. Her body was hot with fever 
and wracked with pain. She felt sick and tired and very 
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old. She hoped Dizz would be good to her tonight. Or, if 
she was in a foul mood, just ignore her altogether. 

Dizz was squatting on the kitchen floor, waggling a 
scolding finger. In front of her on the linoleum was a 
very large puddle and a very small dog. She did not 
bother to look up when Chris opened the door. 

Chris closed the door behind her and walked into the 
living room. She took off her trench coat and threw it 
into the sling chair. She kicked off her shoes, pulled off 
her socks, then took off her shirt and dropped it on top 
of the trench coat 

When she could talk again, she walked back into the 
kitchen. Dizz and the pup were still • glaring at each 
other defiantly. The puddle had been wiped up, but the 
pup had not apologized. 

"Where did he come from?" Chris asked quietly. 

"George left him," Dizz said. "He has to be out of 
town for about- a week. I said we'd take care of Schnitzel." 
She made it sound like the most natural thing in the 
world. 

"Did you, now?" Chris said. "I thought you weren't 
going to be seeing George." 

Dizz picked up the puppy and stood up. "I'm not 
seeing him," she said. "But I didn't see anything wrong 
with baby sitting for a few days. Are you hungry?" 

"No," Chris said. "Just nauseous." 

Chris turned and limped into the bathroom. She closed 
the door behind her and turned on the hot water full 
blast in the tub. She sat down on the John and dragged 
herself out of the rest of her clothes: She dropped them 
on the floor, then ripped off the soaked bandage and 
flushed it down the toilet. 

She turned the water off and climbed in. She leaned 
back against the tub. The hot water felt good on her 
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aching limbs, but it didn't help where she hurt the most. 

Completely depressed now, Chris could see no way 
Out. Maybe she was supposed to spend the rest of her 
life baking in hot tubs and hobbling around the house; 
maybe she had no right to expect anything good out of 
the future. She'd had a chance and she had muffed it 
Maybe she would never get another one— maybe she 
wouldn't know one if she saw it. 

Dizz opened the door and came in. She sat down on 
the John with Schnitzel on her lap. 

"Christopher," Dizz said, "this has got to stop." She 
looked decidedly unhappy. 

"What has?" Chris said. 

"You," Dizz said. "Moping around in a rage. If there's 
anything wrong, let's get it over." 

Chris looked at her sadly and shook her head. "You 
just don't understand, do you?" she said. And she knew 
as she said it that Dizz wouldn't even know what she was 
talking about. 

"Understand what?" 

Chris sighed. "Did it ever occur to you, my dear," she 
said, "that we're supposed to be leaving for Tongariva 
the day after tomorrow?" 

"Oh, Chris, don't be an ass," Dizz said with im- 
patience. "You know very well you can't go diving in the 
condition you're in now." 

Chris flushed angrily. "But you didn't bother to ask 
about my plans," she said. 

Schnitzel stood up on Dizz's lap and turned around. 
He sat down again and yawned. He propped his rump 
on Dizz's thigh and buried his nose under her wrist. He 
kept one eye open, staring at Chris. 

"Honey," Dizz said, "if it's so damned important to you, 
I can get Mother to keep Schnitzel." 
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Chris sighed. She knew this was getting nowhere fast 

"That's not the point," Chris said. 

"What's the point?" 

"When did you agree to keep Schnitzel?" Chris said. 
She tried hard to keep her voice low. She wanted to 
shout at Dizz and make her understand. 

Dizz thought for a minute. "I don't know," she said. 
"Sometime last week Why?" 

"In other words," Chris said, "you never did intend to 
go to Tongariva." She glared at Dizz accusingly and 
Dizz averted her eyes. 

Dizz hesitated. She looked just slightly uncomfortable. 
"Well," she said, "I meant it when I said it But I didn't 
think you'd take it so seriously." 

"Oh, never mind," Chris said. She pulled herself up 
and climbed out of the tub. She grabbed a towel and 
began rubbing. "The point is, I need you now. Jonathan 
wants you to be along to keep me out of trouble. Hell 
keep me at home if you don't go. And, Dizz, I want to 
make this trip." 

"All right" Dizz said quietly. "Ill go.^ She stood up 
and held onto Schnitzel. 

"Thanks," Chris said bitterly. She wrapped the towel 
around her and left the bathroom. She picked up the 
clothes in the living room and carried them to her room. 

In pajamas and a bath robe Chris sprawled out on the 
bed and propped her bare feet against the wall. She 
looked out through the doorway and watched Dizz play- 
ing with Schnitzel on the floor. She caught herself smiling 
and knew she was lost. As usual. 

There was no help for it Chris decided. Even when 
she was hating Dizz, she was still in love with her. She 
looked adorable now with the little pup. Adorable and 
beautiful and . . . 
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Oh, God, what's to become of me, Chris thought She's 
killing me. But I can't give her up. I can't. 

Killing me? I'm killing myself. It's not Dizz. It's me. 
I can't blame her if I'm a failure. And I can't even blame 
her if my knees turn to water every time I look at her. 

Dizz looked up at her from the living room and smiled 
that crazy delicious smile. 

Chris felt herself slipping. She still wanted that smile. 
And she still wanted Dizz, for all the frustration of it. 
What the hell. She couldn't go back to a world full of 
Jennies. 

Chris was really too stiff and sore to move, but she 
wanted to be near Dizz, to let her know things were all 
right— that they were right. So she heaved herself off 
the bed and went into the other room to lower herself 
painfully to the couch. She stuck out a toe for Schnitzel 
to chew on. 

"Honey," Chris said, "how about some coffee? I'm 
not feeling very well. I think I've got a fever." 

Dizz got up and put a palm on Chris' forehead. "You 
certainly have," she said. "I think I'd better call the 
doctor." 

"No," Chris said. "Just get the coffee."- 

Chris picked up Schnitzel and sat playing with him 
until Dizz came back into the room. Then she put him 
down and took the cup from Dizz and swallowed a 
gulp of the hot coffee. She set the cup on the end table. 

Dizz came and curled up beside her on the couch. 
She put her head on Chris' shoulder and kissed her on 
the cheek. 

Chris took Dizz*s hand and held it in her lap. She 
wanted to put an arm around her. But her arms were 
too sore to lift. 

"Darling," Dizz said. 
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"HmmP" 

"How much does this trip mean to you?" Dizz asked. 

Chris had been expecting this. She knew Dizz did 
not want to go. And right at the moment she was far 
too ill to give a good damn. It did not seem important 
anymore. All that mattered was that they shouldn't argue 
anymore. That they should just be quiet for a while 
and then go to sleep. 

"Well," Chris said slowly, "yesterday it was a matter 
of life and death. At the moment, I'm not so sure. Why?" 

"It would make me a lot happier," Dizz said, "if you 
would call it off." 

"Why?" Chris said. 

"Because I really don't believe you're in any condi- 
tion to go," she said. "You're bandaged and stiff and 
now you've got a fever. How about it?" 

Chris sat very still. She couldn't argue with Dizz about 
her physical condition. She felt louSy\ If she were dumped 
in the ocean now, she would sink like a stone. 

But she had to consider something else, at least for 
a second. 

What would happen if she backed out? Jonathan 
would scream, for one thing. He was counting on her 
tp help finance the deal. And he wanted her to be there, 
whether he admitted it or not. He knew he could trust 
her to know a Glory-of-the-Seas when she saw one, even 
if he couldn't trust her to stay out of the water. 

But what would happen to her? If she quit now, 
would she ever have what it would take to go diving 
again? Or would she spend the rest of her days regretting 
that she hadn't gone? 

She would have to take that chance. She would have 
to take that chance because she was just too wretched 
to think about it anymore. 
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"Okay, honey," she said tiredly. "Ill tell Jonathan in 
the morning that I won't be going. I have to see him 
anyhow." 

"Good," Dizz said pleasantly. "Now you'd better get 
yourself off to bed." 

"Right," Chris said. She let go of Dizz's hand, put 
out her feet and tried to stand up. Her head was splitting 
and the room did a flip in front of her eyes. 

She made it to the bedroom door before she passed 
out 
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WHEN Chris awoke, it was well past noon. She lay still 
in bed, listening to the rain. It was still pouring hard 
and dripping off the trees. 

Gradually she became aware of other sounds and she 
knew that Dizz was in the kitchen doing something and 
that Schnitzel was on the floor beside the bed chewing 
a shoe. And she knew it was Wednesday afternoon and 
that she had to see Jonathan. And that she was cold 
and weak and hungry. The fever was gone. 

Chris threw back the covers and quietly made a good 
effort to sit up. She got halfway, then she fell back on 
the bed. The second try was a httle more effective. Her 
feet touched the floor. 

Schnitzel abandoned the shoe and bounded onto 
Chris' foot. She felt his tiny tongue massaging her toes. 
She reached down and scratched the top of his head. 

She got up from the bed and went to the closet and 
opened the door, careful not to make a sound. She 
dressed as quickly as she could in a warm suit and shirt, 
then sat down on the bed to put on her shoes. 

She saw Schnitzel run to the door. She looked up 
and straight at Dizz who was standing in the doorway 
with a heavy tray. 

"And just where do you think you're going, young 
lady?" Dizz said. 

"I have to talk to Jonathan," Chris said. 

"Oh, no," Dizz said. "If you have to talk to Jonathan, 
you can use the telephone." She set the tray down on 
the desk. 'Tm under doctor's orders to keep you in bed." 
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"I feel fine," Chris said. She walked to the door, put 
a finger under Dizz's f>Vn'n and tilted her face up. She 
kissed her on the nose. "And no arguments from you." 

Dizz breathed a resigned sigh. "Well, at least eat 
something." 

"Right," Chris said. She moved across to the desk and 
sat down. 

She did not speak again until she had finished eating. 
Then she turned to Dizz and said, "I should be back 
in a couple of hours." 

"Shall I come with you?" Dizz said. 

"No," Chris answered. "You have to baby sit." She 
reached down and scratched Schnitzel behind the ears. 

"Go," Dizz said. She kissed Chris on the cheek. 

By the time she reached the museum, Chris had 
thought of fifty bad ways to break the news to Jonathan. 
He didn't give her time to use any of them. 

"Chris," he said, jumping up as she came into the 
office. "Thank heaven, you're here." 

"What's wrong?" Chris said. 

"Plenty," Jonathan said. "I've been trying for two days 
to get a good diver. All I've been able to come up with 
is Nevins." 

"And what's wrong with Nevins?" 

"Nothing's wrong with him," Jonathan said. 'It's just 
that he's used to doing salvage work. He doesn't know 
the first thing about spotting shells." 

Chris understood. She knew it was a matter of know- 
ing where to look, of knowing what you were looking 
for and being able to recognize it when you found it. 
She realized that Nevins had no experience along these 
lines. He knew more about a blow torch than he would 
ever know about a Glory-of-the-Seas. 

It hurt her to say it, but she had promised Dizz. 
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"Jonathan," she said slowly, "this will break your 
heart. But I'm not going." 

"What?" he screamed, 

"Dizz chickened out on me," Chris said. "You said 
you wanted her to be along." 

Jonathan paused for just one second. "Forget about 
her," he said. "Do you want to go?" 

Chris walked to a chair and sat down. "I promised 
her I wouldn't," Chris said. "She's worried about my 
physical condition. I keeled over last night. She's afraid 
I'm not well enough to make the trip." 

"Chris," Jonathan said, "that's not what I asked you. 
I asked you if you want to go." 

Chris flushed red. She knew Jonathan was putting 
her on the spot for a good reason, and that he knew 
as well as she did that she wanted desperately to make 
this trip. He understood that behind all her physical 
misery and the tortured anguish of the past few days 
was still the old Chris Hamilton who would risk her 
neck for a good shell any day. And for this particular 
shell would risk everything she had. 

"Yes, Jonathan," Chris said. "You know damned well 
I want to go. But—" 

"But you promised Sheila," Jonathan said. "Look, 
Chris. This could be the chance of a lifetime for you." 
He looked at her pleadingly. "You said so yourself." 

"Yes," she said, "I know. It could also mean disaster 
for you if I don't go." 

"That's true," he admitted. "The Board of Directors 
would hardly approve of my having spent a small for- 
tune on something that turned out to be a total flop/ 

Chris ran her fingers through her hair. She stood up 
and walked to the window. She walked back. She looked 
at Jonathan and shook her head sadly. 
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"Jonathan," she said, Tin truly sorry. But I can't" 

He sighed. "At least think it over, will you?" 

Ill think it over," she said. 

She left Jonathan without saying goodbye. 

In the middle room a young man with sandy hair, 
wearing dirty white bucks and a bright red tie, was 
busily fussing over a new display. On a twelve-foot table 
had been laid out a detailed relief map of the Florida 
Keys, finished in sand-crusted plaster of Paris and sea 
blue silk. Tidily arranged in the appropriate spots were 
the best of the specimens Chris had picked up on her 
last trip. A small white card, meticulously lettered in 
Carol's fine print, identified each shell. Chris spotted the 
"Hamilton" in the bottom right comer of each card. 

When she had carefully circled the table twice, Chris 
turned to the young man and said, "That's quite an 
impressive lay-out." 

The young man blinked at her owlishly through thick 
black-framed lenses. 

"I'd like to make one correction though, if I may." 

"Well," the young man hesitated, "I don't know, ma'am. 
I'm not supposed to let anybody touch it till Dr. Brandt 
says it's all right." 

Chris smiled. "It's okay," she said. "I'm Chris Hamilton. 
I brought these shells in." 

"Oh, Miss Hamilton," he said breathlessly, "I'm sorry, 
I didn't recognize you." 

"Forget it," Chris said. "There's no reason why you 
should have." 

She moved along one side of the table. "This," she 
said, moving a tiny cone shell about three inches and 
setting it down, "belongs over here." She picked up 
the marker and put it down by the shell. She stepped 
back and surveyed the table. "That's better," she said. 
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Thanks, Miss Hamilton," the young man said. "I'm 
Tommy Samson. I just started this morning." 

"I'm glad to know you, Tommy," Chris said. 

"Miss Hamilton," Tommy said slowly, "I've seen the 
collection of treasure maps they've got upstairs. All the 
ones you brought in, I mean." 

"Yes?" Chris said. 

"Well," he went on, "I've got about fifty old maps 
that I'm pretty proud of. I picked them up in book 
stores and second hand shops. I was wondering if maybe 
you would take a look at them sometime. I don't know 
if they're worth anything or not, but I'm sure you'd know." 

Chris smiled. "I'd be glad to look at them, Tommy. 
I hope 111 be able to tell you what you want to know." 

As she limped into the solarium, Chris was thinking 
about Tommy and his maps. She chuckled wryly to her- 
self. She could see herself ten years from now, sitting 
in an arm chair by the fire, giving the final authority 
on maps and travelogues and the like. 

But, damn it, she thought, I didn't pick mine up in 
book shops. I went out and found them. In Singapore 
and in Cuba and in a pawn shop in Paris. And I never 
spent my time setting up displays in a museum either. 
I went diving for those shells. In every puddle of water 
big enough to hold me. It's all wrong somehow. 

The solarium had changed. Tommy had moved in. A 
striped chino jacket hung on the back of a chair. A 
container of orange juice sat where the coffee belonged. 
There were no signs left of Carol. 

Chris sighed. She sat down at the desk and propped 
her foot on the other chair. She opened the middle 
drawer and took out the blue drawing pencil. She held 
it lightly between two fingers and drummed it against 
the desk. 
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Dizz, old girl, she thought, you and I are going to 
have a nice long talk this evening. 

Talk about what, Chris? Dizzll take one look at you 
and laugh in your face. And she's right. You're so beat 
up now you can hardly walk. And just what do you 
think will happen to you if you try to dive now? You'd 
better save that for the bathtub, old girl. 

But, Dizz, you don't understand. Bathtubs are for 
baths. I'm not ready to retire yet. I'm not ready to die, 
Dizz. Sure I'm scared. I'm scared as hell, all over again. 
I know now what it feels like to be trapped under water 
and look death straight in the eye. -And I know the 
prettiest sound in the world is the surf on the beach 
because when you hear it you know you won't drown. 

In fact, I was so damned scared and so damned tired 
that I almost let you convince me that I belonged in 
dry dock. Almost, Dizz. I let you look at me and smile 
that crazy smile and hypnotize me like you always do. 
What for? Oh, no, Dizz darling, not because you're 
worried about me or what might happen to me. You 
never worried about anything in your life but good old 
Dizz. But because you don't like water and sand and 
sea shells. 

Chris bit down hard on the end of the pencil. Maybe 
she wasn't being fair. Too harsh, maybe. Maybe Dizz 
really did care what happened to her. 

She wondered for the ten millionth time if Dizz loved 
her. Not that it really mattered. The way she hung on 
to Dizz was her own sickness, her own pet form of 
masochism. It had very little to do with love. 

Carol had known that. That's why she had pulled out 
She'd had sense and strength enough not to get caught 
in this destructive web. 

Chris put her face in her hands and wept without 
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tears. She was feeling terribly, terribly sorry for herself. 
She felt as though she were r unnin g circles around her- 
self. Muddled, muddled brain. 

Chris knew that the confusion had started with Carol. 
Before that she had been miserable, but she had been 
able to live with it. In just one week, Carol had shown 
her what it was like to be loved and appreciated, what 
it was like to share love with somebody. And Carol had 
made her take a good look at this shabby thing she had 
with Dizz. 

Carol had done everything, in fact, except tell her 
how— how to pick up and walk out on something that 
you've thought was your whole life. 

Somewhere way in the back of her mind, Chris felt 
a fact demanding indignantly to be heard. The very 
simple fact that though Carol had not told her, she had 
shown her how to do it 

Chris felt a hand on her shoulder. 
"Is anything wrong, Miss Hamilton?" Tommy asked. 
His voice was worried. 

Chris looked up. "No," she smiled. "Nothing's wrong." 
No, Tommy, nothing at all. 

Chris stood up tiredly and moved away from the 
desk. "Bring the maps in any time," she said. 
Tommy grinned. "Thanks," he said. 
He watched her hobble out of the room and shook 
his head sadly. 

Chris did not see him, but she felt it. And she cringed. 
To that boy, Chris thought, I must look like a hundred 
and ten and finished. Sad, he's thinking, to lose Miss 
Hamilton. She was good in her day. 

Chris stood up straight and stopped limping. 
It's about time, she decided, for Miss Hamilton to 
stop feeling sorry for herself. 
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CHRIS entered the apartment full of the determination 
to blast Dizz off the face of the earth, if necessary. She'd 
be as gende as she possibly could, but Dizz or no Dizz, 
Chris Hamilton was going to be on that plane to 
Tongariva tomorrow morning. 

She had her mouth open to make the announcement 
as she came through the doorway. She didn't get the 
chance. Dizz was not there. 

Chris swore bitterly to herself. Only she knew what 
it had cost her to work up enough nerve to assert herself 
with Dizz. And she wasn't at all sure it would last. 

She walked into the living room and turned on the 
lamp at the end of the couch. She took off her shoes 
and kicked them under a chair, then went to the liquor 
cabinet and fixed herself a stiff drink from a half empty 
botde of scotch. She drank it down quickly and poured 
another. 

She looked at the mail Dizz had left on top of the 
cabinet. A brown envelope with a telephone bill .and 
an ad for vitamin tablets. She didn't bother to look at 
the bill and dropped the ad into the waste paper basket 

She went into the kitchen and set the drink on the 
table. It left a ring of liquid on the polished surface. 
She took the sponge from the sink, wiped the table and 
dried the bottom of the glass. She put the drink on the 
stove and threw the sponge into the sink 
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The well-trained spouse, she thought. She wrinkled 
her nose distastefully. 

She opened the refrigerator. She was confronted as 
usual by neat packages of heaven knew what in alumi- 
num foil. She hated the dullness of it 

She slammed the refrigerator door and turned to the 
cupboard. A box of crackers, soup, cranberry sauce, more 
soup, sardines. She took down the can of sardines and 
stuck it into the opener. She cranked the handle, then 
took the can on her palm and reached for a fork. 

She ate standing up. She drained the glass. Then she 
dumped soap powder on the fork and scrubbed it hard 
to get off the fishy smell. She rinsed out the glass. She 
wrung the water out of the sponge. 

She sighed. 

She went back to the living room and sprawled out 
on the couch. She closed her eyes, hoping maybe she'd 
doze off and relax a little, get some of the ache out of 
that blasted leg and the shakes out of her body. 

But she could not sleep. Her ears were straining to- 
ward the door, listening for Dizz. She figured Dizz ought 
to be back soon. She was probably just out doing some 
-shopping, or walking Schnitzel. 

She wanted a cigarette. Really wanted one. 

A drop of water splashed into the sink. A branch 
creaked outside the French windows. Somebody up- 
stairs flushed a John. Nobody came in the front door. 

Chris lay on the couch listening and wanting a cig- 
arette. Every ten minutes she looked at her watch. 

The phone rang at ten minutes and twenty seconds 
after eight. It was Dizz. 

"Chris," Dizz said. "I'm at Mother's. I've decided to 
stay over." 

Chris made a nasty face, but said nothing. 
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"Chris? What's the matter?" 

"I wanted to talk to you," Chris said. "I've been think- 
ing about this Tongariva deal and—" 

"It'll wait till morning," Dizz said impatiently. Til 
be back early." 

"But-" 

"I can't talk now," Dizz said. 

Chris hung up the receiver. 

It'll wait till morning. You'll wait till morning, Chris. 
You'll wait until I have time to get around to you. 
You'll wait, Chris. 

Chris went into her bedroom and took a pack of cig- 
arettes out of the dresser. She took the lighter out of a 
jacket pocket. It was dry. She found some matches in 
the desk. She went back to the couch. 

She finished the third cigarette before she decided 
to get really angry. Then she fumed. Here she was, 
tired and sick and needing somebody to take care of 
her. She had been sick enough to need a doctor last 
night. And she really didn't feel at all well now. And 
the person who was supposed to be catering to her, 
where was she? At Mother's. And Dizz hadn't even 
bothered to ask how she felt 

The pack of cigarettes was empty before she fell 
asleep. So was the bottle of scotch. 

Her watch showed nine-thirty when the buzzer rang. 
Chris shook herself awake and got up and went to the 
kitchen to push the button. 

She opened the door. 

Dizz entered and walked straight to her bedroom. 
Schnitzel was not with her. 

Chris closed the door and followed Dizz into the 

room. She was too furious to trust herself to speak, 
i 
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Dizz was lying on her back on the bed, staring at 
the ceiling. She did not look at Chris. 

Chris sat down on a chair to wait. She made herself 
comfortable, knowing from experience it might be a 
long time. This was one of Dizz's favorite poses. 

When she could sit still no longer, Chris asked quietly, 
"What happened this time?" 

"Nothing," Dizz said dully. She did not move. She 
did not bother to look at Chris. 

Chris got up and went to stand beside the bed. "Look," 
she said, "this may sound indelicate of me. But I don't 
have time for a tantrum this morning. Sit up." 

Still Dizz did not move. 

Chris put out her hand and grabbed the lapels of 
Dizz's coat. She pulled her into a sitting position. "I 
said sit up," she said between her teeth. She pulled the 
coat tight in her fist and shook Dizz hard. 

Dizz looked at her and straight through. 

"Where's Schnitzel?" Chris said. 

"With George," Dizz said. 

"That's what I figured," Chris said. "You'd better have 
a good story, kid." 

Dizz was still looking through her. "He got back 
early," Dizz said. "He came for Schnitzel." 

"And?" Chris said. 

"That's all," Dizz said. 

"You're lying, Dizz." 

Dizz focused. The look was full of hate. "What do 
you want from me?" she said. 

"The truth," Chris said. "If you know how." 

"All right," Dizz said. The deep voice was flat and 
dead. "I knew he'd be back yesterday. I'd promised to 
see him. He knew how upset I was after that weekend. 
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He wanted a chance to make friends again." There was 
no expression in her eyes or on her face. 

"And you spent another night with him, after the 
way you felt the other day?" Chris said wonderingly. 

"Yes," Dizz said. "I thought I was in love with him. I 
even thought so after this weekend. I thought we could 
work out this sex problem." 

Chris laughed. "Like we have," she said. "Anyway, 
are you?" 

"What?" 

"In love with him," Chris said. 

"No," Dizz said. 

"That's too bad," Chris said. She let go of Dizz's coat, 
pushing the ^irl away from her in disgust, and stood 
up. 

"What do you mean?" Dizz said. 

"Never mind," Chris said. She sat down in the chair. 
She sat back and crossed her legs, coldly self-possessed. 
"I'm curious," she said. "Why did you bother. promising 
me you wouldn't see George again?" 

"I wasn't sure I would." 

"You're contradicting yourself, Dizz," Chris said. "You 
just said—" 

"You were yelling at me," Dizz said. "What did you 
expect me to say?" 

Chris shook her head. "No, Dizz," she said. "That 
won't do at all. You said that to make me get rid of 
Carol. It wasn't necessary. It will probably please you 
to know that she dumped me instead." 

"Why?" Dizz said. 

"Because she thought I was wrapped so tight around 
your finger that I'd never be able to break loose," Chris 
said. "And she was almost right." 
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For a moment Chris felt a wave of depression. She 
had lost Carol in vain. But maybe not in vain. Without 
Carol she would never have been able to free herself 
of Dizz. 

Dizz looked at her sharply. "What's the matter with 
you?" she said. 

"Absolutely nothing," Chris said. 

Dizz moved to the edge of the bed and sat watching 
Chris closely. 

"Dizz, my loyal spouse," Chris said mockingly, "tell 
me a couple of other things. Why did you talk me out 
of going to Tongariva?" 

"Because you'd been hurt, of course." 

"Don't he to me, Dizz," Chris said quietly, "or 111 
break your goddamned neck. You didn't care enough 
about me to stay home and take care of me. Or even 
to ask how I felt." 

Dizz knew better than to quibble with the anger on 
Chris' face. "Jonathan called and told me about the deal 
he'd made with you. I didn't want to go. I— I had to find 
out how I felt about George." 

Chris nodded. "That sounds reasonable," she said. "I 
can go to hell so long as you find out about George. 
Or whatever else you've got a thing for at the moment." 

Dizz started to protest. 

"Ah ah ah," Chris said, raising a warning finger. "I 
haven't got time to listen this morning. I have to catch 
a plane. Now," she said, "just one more little thing. 
How much money have you got in the bank?" 

"About a thousand," Dizz said. 

"Good," Chris said. "That should hold you until you 
find a job. Or another sucker to support you." 

"Chris," Dizz cried, "what are you saying?" She slid 
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off the bed and fell on her knees at Chris' feet "You 
promised me you wouldn't leave me." 

"You should junk that word, kid," Chris said. "It's 
been kicked around till it's dirty." 

"Chris, Chris," Dizz wept, the tears streaming down 
her face, "I love you." 

Chris snorted. "You should have thought of that a 
long time ago. Before you went after George. Before 
you decided to give him what you could never give 
me. You don't know the meaning of love." 

"Chris, why are you so angry with me?" Dizz said. 
Her eyes were miserable and her adorable mouth drawn 
in pain. The ridiculous smile was forlornly out of place. 

"Angry?" Chris said. "I'm not angry, Dizz. Just sick. 
Sick in my heart and soul. And genuinely sorry." She 
stood up and stepped away from Dizz. "If I were only 
angry, I would beat you. To death, probably. But that 
wouldn't solve anything, now would it?" 

Dizz grabbed Chris' leg. "Don't leave me, Chris. Don't 
leave me. Ill kill myself if you do." 

For one second Chris wavered. Then she smiled. She 
leaned over and lifted Dizz to her feet. She tilted the 
girl's face up and kissed her tenderly on the lips. "No," 
she said. "You won't kill yourself, Dizz. Even in my 
rashest moments, I wouldn't fall for that." 

"Chris-" 

"Tell you what you do," Chris said. "Just remind your- 
self that I'm off on a trip. You won't even miss me, I'm 
sure you never did before." 

"But you won't be back?" Dizz said. 

"No," Chris said, "I won't be back." 

Chris walked out to the living room. Behind her she 
heard Dizz throw herself on the bed, sobbing bitterly. 
She closed her ears to the sound. 
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Chris looked at her watch. Five of eleven. There was 
still time. 

She picked up the phone and dialed the museum. 

"Jonathan," she said. "Hold that car. Ill be there in 
ten minutes. Alone." 



THE END 
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A YOUNG and ardent girl, Chris Hamilton also was 
an incredibly handsome one. You would hardly have 
suspected her of harboring perverse hungers, 
odd desires— unless you knew of her love affair with 
another woman, a lovely blonde baggage 
appropriately named Dizz. 

That cruel Dizz! She accepted the advances of 
Chris yet withheld love. Deliberately, to torture Chris, 
she allowed herself an affair with a hairy-chested and 
altogether virile man. She behaved so coldly, so harshly, 
that Chris seemed sure to turn to a third girl- 
sweet little Carol Martin, who admired Chris so much 
that she, Carol, was willing to sacrifice herself. . . . 



Was there any escape for Chris? Could she heal 
herself with work— self-denial— or the embraces of 
a man? The answer is disclosed in this delicate 
yet unblushingly frank novel— which courageously 
dispels the mists shrouding unconventional love! 



